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PREFACE. 



The Chlden Legend was first published in 1S51. 
The tide was derived from the epithet given to Yora- 
gine's Legends of the Saints, ^^ Atirea Legevida,** which 
was said by its admirers to exceed all other books, as 
gold passeth in value all other metals. So the story 
upon which this poem is founded ^^ seems to me/' says 
Longfellow, in his original note, ^^to surpass all other 
legends in beauty and significance. It exhibits amid the 
corruptions of the Middle Ages, the virtue of -disinter- 
estedness and self-sacrifice, and the power of Faith, 
Hope, and Charity, sufficient for all the exigencies of 
life and death." 

The story was first told by a Minnesinger of the twelfth 
century, Hartmann von Aue, in the poem entitled Der 
Arme Heinrich. The hero, a man of wealth and noble 
birth, is suddenly stricken with leprosy, which he is told 
can only be cured by the sacrifice of the life of a maiden 
who may be willing to die for him. This maiden is 
found in the family of one of " Poor Henry's " tenants, 
who receives him after the world has cast him off. Her 
offer to die for her lord is accepted, and they travel to- 
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gether to Salerno^ where the sacrifice is to be made. But 
at the last moment Henry refuses to accept life at this 
price, is miraculously cured, and returns home with the 
peasant girl, whom he makes his wife. 
(^The Golden Legend forms the second part of Long- 
fellow's Trilogy of ChristaSy of which The Divine Trag- 
edy, or Life of Christ, is the first part, and The New Eng- 
land Tragedies, a picture of modern Christianity, the 
third.J The notes to the present edition of The Golden 
Legend are intended to offer the general reader sufficient 
explanation of whatever may be obscure in the allusions 
to a time but little understood ; while they will enable the 
student to pursue his investigation into the details of 
mediaeval life presented in literary, artistic, and histor- 
ical authorities within easy reach. He will at the same 
time be struck by the fidelity of the picture which the 
poet here draws, not merely of the century of the great 
awakening, the thirteenth, but of that entire transitional 
period which the French, more accurate than ourselves, 
call le nwyen age — the Middle Age. S. A. B. 

Boston, Jjdy, 188^. 
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PROLOGUE- 

THE SPIRE OF STRASBURG CATHEDRAL. 

'Night and Storm. Lucifer,* tvith the Powers of the -4ir,t trying 

to tear doum the Cross, 

LuGiFEB. Hasten! hasten! 
O ye spirits ! 

From its station drag the ponderous 
Cross of iron, that to mock us 
• Is uplifted high in air ! 

Voices. 0, wo cannot ! 
For around it 
All the Saints and Guardian Angels 

* Lucifer, The Ught-bearer, applied by the ancients to Venus when morn- 
ing-star. As the Chaldeans studied the stars, and claimed to be under their 
special protection, the name was given by Isaiah (xiv. 12) to Nebuchadnezzar 
in his pride and subsequent fall. Similar words of Christ (St. Luke x. 18), " I 
beheld Satan as lightning fall from heaven," caused St. Jerome and other 
early Fathers to give the name Lucifer to Satan, (v. p. 66.) For the medie- 
val conception of the Evil Spirit, v. Milman's Latin Christ. Bk. ziv. ch 2. 

t Powers of the Air. The idea that the air is filled with spiritual beings, good 
and evil, the region nearest the earth being the abode of the latter (v. Eph. ii. 
2 and vi. 12), was derived from rabbinical sources, and was common to the 
Greeks and Romans. Connected with this was the prevalent notion that evil 
spirits have the power of raising storms and producing pestilences. (i*. King 
Johrij iii. 2.) The cross, then, seems to mock the evil spirits into whose ele- 
ment it is raised. 

8. Guardian Angels. The belief in the guardiansliip of man by angels was 
general in the Middle Ages. {v. Antony and Cleopatra^ ii. 3 ; Julius CcBsar, 
iiL 2.) Thus Luther says : "^^ We should be in despair if we saw for how 
many angels one devil makes work to do." The guardian angel accompa- 
nied the soul to heaven, (v. Hamlet^ v. 2, and LitteWs Living Age^ No. 1080, 1.) 
Dogs howl at the approach of death because they can see the guardian angel 
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Throng in legions lo protect it ; 
xo They defeat us eve^where ! 

T. The Bells. Laudo Demn Temm ! . 

Plebem voco ! 
',• Congrego demm. 

LuoiFEB. Lower! lower! 
u Hover downward ! 
Seize the loud, vociferous bells, and 
Clashing, clanging, to the pavement 
Hurl them from their windy tower ! 

Voices. All thy thunders 
so Here are harmless ! 

For these bells have been anointed, 
And baptized with holy water ! 
They defy our utmost power. 

The Bells. Defunctos plorol 
to Pestem f ugo ! 
Festa decoro ! 

LxjGiFEB. Shake the casements ! 
Break the painted 
Panes, that flame with gold and crimson ; 

ready to bear away the soul of the departed, {v. p. 99, note.) The Church 
prored the existence of tutelar spirits by Act* xii. 15. 

22. Bajdized. The ceremony of baptizing bells, begun in the tenth century, 
has continued to modem times. It was supposed that demons were affrighted 
by the sound of consecrated bells calling to prayer ; that destruction by light- 
ning was averted, and the spirits of the storm defeated. 

22. Holy Water. The use of a consecrated mixture of salt and water, dating 
from about 120 ▲. d., may be traced to pre-Christian practice, both Jewish and 
pagan. At the entrance to Greek temples the worshippers sprinkled them- 
selves, and in the old Jewish ritual the people were sprinkled by the priests 
from a basin in front of the altar. 

28, 29. Painted Pane*. Mosaics of colored glass were used for windows ia 
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80 Scatter them like leaves of Autumn^ 
Swept away before the blast I 

Voices. O, we cannot ! 
The Archangel 

Michael flames from every window, 
85 With the sword of fire that drove us 
Headlong, out of*heaven, aghast! 

The Bells. Funera plango ! 
Fulgura frango ! 
Sabbata pango ! 

« 

40 LuGiFEB. Aim your lightnings 
At the oaken, 
Massive, iron-studded portals ! 



St. Sophia, CoimtaiitiiMq^, in the sixth century, and in Roman badlicas at 
the same time. Workers in glass were invited to England from France in the 
eighth century. In Germany, the first painted windows were those of the 
monastery of Hirschao, which were made by the monks themselyeB. 

34. Michael. First among the archangels, the special protector of the Jew- 
ish nation, patron of warriors, leader of the angelic hosts, especially against 
the rebel angels; hence, here, an object of terror to evil spirits, (v. Par. 
Loaty vi. ; Mrs. Jameson's Sacred and Legend. Art, i. 94.) 

37. Funera Plango. Schiller took the words, "Vivos voco, Mortuos plango^ 
Fulgura frango " which are inscribed on a bell of the Cathedral of Schaffhan- 
sen (1486), as the motto of his Song of the Bell. The idea of the personality 
of bells is appropriately used here. They were thought to speak the feelings 
of the pious donor, or the voice of the church, as one at Strasburg : " I am 
the voice of life. I call you — come — pray.'^ This personality is expressed 
in a Song of the Bell by a Swiss poet, quoted in Hyperion^ Bk. iii. ch. 3. 



" Say, how canst thou mourn ? 
How canst thou rejoice ? 

Art but metal dull ! 
And yet all our sorrowings, 
And all our rejoicings, 
Thou dost feel them all I ** 
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Sack the house of God, and scatter 
Wide the ashes of the dead ! 

45 Voices. O, we cannot ! 
The Apostles 

And the Martyrs, wrapped in mantles, 
Stand as wftrders at the entrance, 
Stand as sentinels o'erhead ! 

DO The Bells. Excito lentos I 

Dissipo ventos ! 
Paco cruentos ! 

Lucifer. Baffled ! baffled I 
Inefficient, 
w Craven spirits ! leave this labor 
Unto Time, the great Destroyer I 
Come away, ere night is gone ! 

Voices. Onward ! onward ! 
. With the night-wind, 
60 Over field and farm and forest, 

Lonely homestead, darksome hamlet, 

Blighting all we breathe upon ! 

They sweep away. Organ * and Gregorian Chant, t 

44. Ashes of the dead. Burial in churches was recommended by Gregory I., 
at the end of the sixth century, that prayers for the repose of the souls of the 
dead might thus be naturally suggested to relatives and friends. 

47. Martyrs. Statues of saints and monarchs stand in the deep recesses 
of the portals of European churches, or were overthrown at the Reformation. 

* Organ. Cassiodorus describes organs as early as the fifth century, but they 
were first used In church services about 667, being introduced into Europe 
by the Greek emperor. They owed their development to the monks who had 
learned to make and play upon them by the tenth century. 

t Gregorian Chant. The musical ritual of the Roman church, first arranged 
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Choib. Nocte surgentes 
Yigilemus omnes ! * 

by St AmbroBe, was reformed by Gregory L (550-604), to give It greater grav- 
ity and simplicity. In every monastery the compulaory celebration of certain 
services in the choir seven times a day, beginnii^ as here at midnight, loade 
the study of sacred music obligatory. The Gregorian chant is still used in the 
services of the Roman Catholic Church. 

* The bells of Strasburg Cathedral, nine in number, although not forming a 
carillon^ or chime, are noteworthy for their inscriptions. The largest, the 
** Holy Ghost " bell, weighing eight tons, was cast in 1375, and bears the 
motto, O Rex GIotUb Christtu veni cum pace. The second, the '* Storm 
Bell," originally warned the traveller on the forest-covered plain of Alsace 
of the approach of storms, and directed him to a place of safety. The third 
bell bears a German inscription saying that its duty is to " ring out the bad and 
ring in the good," a striking coincidence with Tennyson's ** Ring out the false, 
ring in the true." {In Memoriam, cvL) The *' Noon Bell," with the inscrip- 
tion quoted in the note on page 9, was removed during the French Revolution, 
when several hundred statuettes, which adorned the outside of the Cathedral, 
were overthrown, and never replaced. Some of the bells have been recast, one 
as early as 1351. (v. LittelVs Living Age, civ. 753 ; Chambers's Journal^ xziv. 
87.) The German artillerists spared the Cathedral as much as possible during 
the siege of 1870, and this masterpiece of German devotion and genius received 
but slight injury. 
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I. 

THE CASTLE OF VAUTSBERG * ON THE RHINR 

A chamber in a tower, Pkince Henby, sitting alone, ill and 

restless. Midnight, 

Prince Henry. I cannot sleep ! my fervid brain 
Calls up the vanished Past again, 
And throws its misty splendors deep 
Into the pallid realms of sleep ! 
B A breath from that far-distant shore 
Comes freshening ever more and more. 
And wafts o'er intervening seas 
Sweet odors from the Hesperides ! 
A wind, that through the corridor 
10 Just stirs the curtain, and no more. 
And, touching the seolian strings, 

* VatUsberg. Upon the ruins of the mediaeval castle of Vantsberg, or Yog^ 
berg, below Bingen, a new castle, called Rheinstein, was bailt by a Prince of 
Prussia in 1825, and furnished in imitation of the knightly dwellings of the 
Middle Ages. The old ruin was described by Longfellow in a letter from Got- 
tingen in 1829 (v. Samuel Longfellow's Life of Longfellow, i. 170), as the most 
beautiful one on the Rhine. Vautsberg was condemned as a stronghold of the 
robber barons who levied tolls upon travellers, and was destroyed about 
1282. 

8. Hesperides. Daughters of Atlas and Hesperis, guardians of the golden 
apples given to Juno on her marriage ; hence, as here, the gardens where the 
apples were kept, wrongly identified with the Happy Islands, into which, as 
into the Elysian Fields, famous heroes passed without dying, or with the 
lands beyond the North Wind (hyperborean), where in perpetual sunshine 
people lived in peace a thousand years, (v. Hawthorne's Wonder-Book, -~ 
The Three Apples ; Morris's Earthly Paradise, — " December." 
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Faints with the burden that it brings ! 

Come back ! ye friendships long departed ! 

That like overflowing streamlets started, 
15 And now are dwindled, one by one, 

To stony channels in the sun ! 

Come back ! ye friends, whose lives are ended, 

Come back, with all that light attended, 

Which seemed to darken and decay 
ao When ye arose and went away ! 

They come, the shapes of joy and woe, 

The airy crowds of long-ago. 

The dreams and fancies known of yore, 

That have been, and shall be no more, 
so They change the cloisters of the night 

Into a garden of delight ; 

They make the dark and dreary hours 

Open and blossom into lowers ! 

I would not sleep ! I love to be 
so Again in their fair company ; 

But ere my lips can bid them stay, 

They pass and vanish quite away ! 
- Alas ! our memories may retrace 

Each circumstance of time and place, 
so Season and scene come back again, 

And outward things unchanged remain ; 

The rest we cannot reinstate ; 

Ourselves we cannot re-create. 

Nor set our souls to the same key 
40 Of the remembered harmony ! f- 

Rest ! rest ! O, give me rest and peace ! 
The thought of life that ne'er shall cease 



14 LONGFELLOW. 

Has something in it like dejBpur, 
A weight I am too weak to bear ! 
46 Sweeter to this afflicted breast 
The thought of never-ending rest ! 
Sweeter the undisturbed and deep 
Tranquillity of endless sleep ! 

■it 

A flash of lightning, out of which Lucifeb appears, in the garb 
of a travelling Physician.* 

Lucifeb. All hail Prince Henry ! 
50 Prince Henby, starting. Who is it speaks ? 

Who and what are you ? 

Lucifeb. One who seeks 

A moment's audience with the Prince. 
Prince Henry, When came you in ? 
M Lucifeb. A moment since. 

I found your study door unlocked, 
And thought you answered when I knocked. 
Pbince Henby. I did not hear you. 
Lucifeb. You heard the thunder ; 

60 It was loud enough to waken the dead. 
And it is not a matter of specif wonder 
That, when God is walking overhead, 
You should not hear my feeble tread. 

Pbince Henby. What may your wish or purpose 
be? 
66 Lucifeb. Nothing or everything, as it pleases 
Your Highness. You behold in me 

* The first traveling physicians were monks who left their monasteries, the 
seats of medical study, to wander through the land, devoting themselves to 
the dck. Their garb had a clerical character : a wide felt hat, a mantle, de- 
rived from statues of ^sculapius, fastened round the waist by a belt, to which 
were suspended a pilgrim's wallet and a bag containing mixtures, ointments, 
and vegetable extracts. 
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Only a travelling Physician ; 
One of the few who have a mission 
To cure incurable diseases, 
TO Or those that are called so. 

Pbince Henry. Can you bring 

The dead to life ? 

Lucifer. Yes ; very nearly. 

And, what is a wiser and better thing, 
TO Can keep the living from ever needing 
Such an unnatural, strange proceeding, 
By showing conclusively and clearly 
That death is a stupid blunder merely, 
And not a necessity of our lives. 
00 My being here is accidental ; 
The storm that against your casement drives, 
In the little village below waylaid me. 
And there I heard with a secret delight. 
Of your maladies physical and mental, 
00 Which neither astonished nor dismayed me. 
And I hastened hither, though late in the night, 
To proffer my aid ! 

Prince Henry, ironicaUy. For this you came ! 
Ah, how can I ever hope to requite 
00 This honor from one so erudite ? 

Lucifer. The honor is mine, or will be when 
I have cured your disease. 

Prince Henry. But not till then. 

Lucifer. What is your illness ? 

72. Dead to life. Prince Henry, being socially dead, is eager to learn of some 
means to resuscitate life, rather than to prolong it. 

78. Death a blunder. Hence the search for the elixir viice (elixir of life), or 
for the Panacea, the universal remedy, which should prevent the accident of 
death. To the belief in the fountain in which one might bathe and become 
yoimg again were due such expeditions as that of Ponce de Leon, by which 
Florida was discovered. 
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ts Fbince Henby. It has no name. 

A smouldering, dull, perpetual flame, 

As in a kiln, bums in my veins, 

Sending up vapors to the head ; 

My heart has become a dull lagoon, 
100 Which a kind of leprosy drinks and drains ; 

I am accounted as one who is dead, 

And, indeed, I think that I shall be soon. 
LuciFEB. And has Grordonius the Divine, 

In his famous Lily of Medicine, — 
100 I see the book lies open before you, — > 

No remedy potent enough to restore you ? 
Prince Henby. None whatever ! 
LuciFEB. The dead are dead, 

And Iheir oracles dumb, when questioned 
110 Of the new diseases that human life 

Evolves in its progress, rank and rife. 

Consult the dead upon things that were, 

But the living only on things that are. 

Have you done this, by the appliance 
110 And aid of doctors ? 

Pbince Henby. Ay, whole schools 

Of doctors, with their learned rules ; 

But the case is quite beyond their science. 

Even the doctors of Salem 
ISO Send me back word they can discern 

100. Leprosy. In the poem of Hartmaxm von Aue, " Poor Henry " is afBicted 
with actual leprosy, which the delicacy of a later age only suggests, while 
giving, however, its legal effect, which was social death. 

103. Gordonius. Bernard Gordon, a Scotch professor at the Medical School 
of Montpellier, wrote in 1307 a treatise entitled Lilium MedieinaB^ which 
widely spread by translations from the original Latin. 
109. Oracles. Cf. 

** The oracles are dumb. 
No voice or hideous hum,'* etc. 

Milton, Ode to the NaHvUy, 
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No cure for a malady like this, 
Save one which in its nature is 
Impossible, and cannot be ! 

' LuciFEB. That sounds oracular ! « 

i2« Pbince Henry. Unendurable ! 

Lucifer. What is their remedy ? 
Prince Henrt. You shall see ; 

Writ in this scroll is the mystery. 

Lucifer, reading. " Not to be cured, yet not in- 
curable ! 
180 The only remedy that remains 

Is the blood that flows from a maiden's veins. 
Who of her own free will shall die, 
And give her life as the price of yours ! '' 
That is the strangest of all cures, 
135 And one, I think, you will never try ; 
The prescription you may well put by, 
As something impossible to find 
Before the world itself shall end! 
And yet who knows ? One cannot say 
140 That into some maiden's brain that kind 
Of madness will not find its way. 
Meanwhile permit me to recommend, 
As the matter admits of no delay, 
My wonderful Catholicon, 
* 140 Of very subtile and magical powers ! 

Prince Henry. Purge with your nostrums and 
drugs infernal 

124. Oraculcar. The responses of the priests at the seats of Orecian oraidM 
were expressed in a double senue, to preserve their reputation in any event, oo 
that the word '* oracular " has the meaning of ambiguous. 

144. Catholicon. Another term for the Panacea, or universal remedy. Prlnee 
Henry understuids it to mean a purgative mixture of powder and hooey, in- 
stead of the alcohol which Lucifer offers him. 

2 
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The spouts and gargoyles of these towers, 

Not me ! My faith is utterly gone 

In every power but the Power Supernal ! 
iM Pray tell me, of what school are you ? 

Lucifer. Both of the Old and of the New ! 

The school of Hermes Trismegistus, 

Who uttered his oracles sublime 

Before the Olympiads, in the dew 
lit Of the early dusk and dawn of Time, 

The reign of dateless old Hephsestus I 

As northward, from its Nubian springs, 

The Nile, forever new and old. 

Among the living and the dead, 
160 Its mighty, mystic stream has rolled ; 

So, starting from its fountainrhead 

Under the lotus-leaves of Isis, 

152. Hermet Trismegutus. The Egyptian llioth, counsellor of Osiris, iden- 
tified by the Greeks with their own Hermes, and called Tr le meglstua, the 
thrice or saperlatively greatest, because, while maintaining the unity of God, 
he asserted the existence of three supreme powers. To him were attributed 
the sacred books of the ^[jrptisos, and he has hence been called the inyentor 
of hieroglyphics, astrology, and other mysterious sciences. The works known 
by his name are, however, of the fourth century a. d., and were constantly 
appealed to by the alchemists of the Middle Ages. He is mentioned in Whit- 
tier's Snaw-Botatd, 

IM. (Hympiadt. The occurrence of the Olympian games every fourth year, 
jat Elis, began to be used as a chronol(^cal era 776 b. c. 

156. Hephttutui, Hephestus was the Greek Vulcan, the god of flie and of 
metallic workmanship. like Lucifer, he was thrust from heaven for an insult 
to Jono, falling " a summer's day " upon the island of Lemnos. (v. Par. Lostj 
i740.) 

162. Lotus. An aquatic plant somewhat like the water-lily, bearing white 
(lowers, the form of which was used in the capitals of Egyptian columns. In 
art the head of Isis was crowned with the lotus-flower. Of the effect of eating 
the fruit of the lotus-bush, a white bean also sacred to Osiris and Us, v. 
(kfytsepy Bk. iz., and Tennjrson's Loitu-Ealer*. 

162. Iris. The female counterpart of Osiris ; inventor of the cultivation of 
wheat and barley, goddess of the earth, identified with the Greek Geres, after> 
ward with the moon, as Osiris with Bacchus and the sun. Milton includes Us, 
Osiris, and Orus among the fallen divinities. Par. Lost, L 478, and Ode to the 
NatMty, 



THE GOLDEN LEGEND. 19 

From the dead demigodB of eld. 

Through long, unbroken lines of kings 
166 Its course the sacred art has held. 

Unchecked, unchanged by man's devices. 

This art the Arabian Geber taught. 

And in alembics, finely wrought, 

Distilling herbs and flowers, discovered 
iTO The secret that so long had hovered 

Upon the misty verge of Truth, 

The Elixir of Perpetual Youth, 

Called Alcohol, in the Arab speech I 

Like him, this wondrous lore I teach. 
m Pbixce Hbnby. What I an adept? 

LuciFES. Nor less, nor more ! 

Pbincb EteNBY. I am a reader of your books, 

A lover of that mystic lore ! 

With such a piercing glance it looks 
160 Into great Nature's open eye, 

166. Sacred art. The name glTen by Ita deTOtees to alchemy, tlio art of 
transinuting baser metals into gold and d prolooging life bj meaiiB of the 
elixir vUte^ an inTigorating substance obtained by distillation. Alchemy was 
first practised at Alexandria in the third century, hence ** starting under the 
lotus-leaves." From it chemistry was developed. 

167. Geber. An Arabian alchemist, who probably flourished ia the eighth 
century, and is said to have invented algebra and discovered several chemical 
substances. Longfellow in HjfperUm (Bk. ifi. ch. 8) makes him a resident of 
Spain; others of Mesopotamia. Ha is hare the representative of the Kew 
School, as Hermes of the Old. 

173. Alcohol. The art d distilling akohol fa Inelnded among the exploiti of 
the alchemists of the fifteenth century, but a native of Languedoc, Amauld de 
Villeneuve, who lived at the beginning of the fourteenth century, and investi- 
gated the relation of chemical science to medicine, is said to have been the 
first to make alcohol and spirits of wine. 

175. Adept. A term peculiar to the Hermetio philosophy (that derived from 
Hermes Trismegistus), being given to the conaummate pcofldents in alchemy. 
It was a toaditioB that there were always twelve adepts, and that the plaoes of 
those who died were immediately supi4ied by others. Lucifer, thoref ore^ aa> 
aomea the highest position in the " sacred sdeace,** but Prince Henry laments 
that although " a lover of that mystio lore," he himself is not an adept* 
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And sees within it trembling lie 
The portrait of the Deity ! 
And yet, alas ! with all my pain% 
The secret and the mystery 
itB Haye baffled and elnded me, 

Unseen the grand result remains \^ 

Lucifer, showing a flask, BeWd it here! this 
little flask 
Contains the wonderful quintessence, 
The perfect flower and efflorescence^ 
If Of all the knowledge man can ask ! 
Hold it up thus against the light ! 

Pbince Henry. How limpid, pure, and crystal- 
line. 
How quick, and tremulous, and bright 
The little wavelets dance and shine, 
its As were it the Water of Life in sooth ! 

Lucifer. It is 1 It assuages every pain. 
Cures all disease, and gives again 
To age the swift delights of youth. 
Inhale its fragrance, 
too Prince Henry. It is sweet 
A thousand different odors meet 
And mingle in its rare perfume. 
Such as the winds of summer waft 
At open windows through a room ! 
.too Lucifer. Will you not taste it ? 

Prince Henry. Will one draught 

Suffice? 

196. Delights of ymiih. This is what Arnauld de VHIeneuTe says of bnmdy, 
fhe inyentioii of which has been wrongly attributed to him : ** This eati de vin 
ia called by aome eau de ffie, and justly so, since it prolongs life. ... It pro- 
loi^ health, diadpatea superfloona mattera, revirea the apirits, and preaerves 
youth.'* 
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LxTCiFEB. If not, you can drink more. 
Fbtnce Henry. Into this crystal goblet poar 
sio So much as safely I may drink. 

Lucifer, pouring. Let not the quantity alarm 
you; 
You may drink all ; it will not harm you. 

Prince Henbt. I am as one who on the brink 
Of a dark riy«r stands and sees 
216 The waters flow, the landscape dim 
Around him waver, wheel, and swim. 
And, ere he plunges, stops to think 
Into what whirlpools he may sink ; 
One moment pauses, and no more, 
sso Then madly plunges from the shore ! 
Headlong into the mysteries 
Of life and death I boldly leap, 
Nor fear the fateful current's sweep, 
Nor what in ambush lurks below ! 
ass For death is better than disease ! 

An Angel wvA an cBoltan harp hovers in the air. 

The Angel. Woe ! woe ! eternal woe ! 

Not only the whispered prayer 

Of love, 

But the imprecations of hate, 
S30 Reverberate 

For ever and ever through the air 

Above ! 

This fearful curse 

Shakes the great universe ! 
ass Lucifer, disappearifig. Drink ! drink ! 

And thy soul shall sink 

Down into the dark abyss. 
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Into the infinite abysB, 

From whieh no plummet nor rope 
Hi £yer drew up the silver sand of hope ! 

Peincb Hsnbt, drinking. It is like » draught of 
fire! 

Through every vein 

I feel again 

The fever of yonth, the soft desire ; 
tM A rapture that is almost pain 

Throbs in my heart and fills my brain t 

O joy ! O joy I I f e^ 

The band of steel 

That so long and heavily has pressed 
tM Upon my breast 

Uplifted, and the malediction 

Of my affliction 

Is taken from me, and my weary breast 

At length finds rest. 
iM The Angel. It is bat the rest of the fire, from 
which the air has been taken ! 

It is but the rest of the sand, when the hourglass is 
not shaken ! 

It is but the rest of the tide between the ebb and the 
flow! 

It is but the rest of the wind between the flaws that 
blow! 

With fiendish Liughter, 
seo Hereafter, 

This false physician 

Will mock thee in thy perdition. 
Prince Henry. Speak! speak) 

Who says that I am ill ? 
S66 I am not ill ! I am not weak 1 
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The trance, the swoon, the dream, is o'er! 

I feel the chill of death no more ! 

At length, 

I stand renewed in all my strength I 
STO Beneath me I can feel 

The great earth stagger and reel, 

As if the feet of a descending God 

Upon its surface trod, 

And like a pehble it rolled beneath his heel ! 
275 This, O Inrave physician ! this 

Is thy great Palingenesis ! 

Drinks again. 

The Angel. Touch the goblet no more ! 

It will make thy heart sore 

To its very core ! 
280 Its perfume is the breath 

Of the Angel of Death, 

And the light tliat within it lies 

Is the flash of his evil eyes. 

Beware ! 0, beware ! 
280 For sickness, sorrow, and care 

All are there ! 

Pbince Henry, sinking back. O thou yoica 
within my breast ! 

Why entreat me, why upbraid me, 

When the steadfast tongues of truth 
200 And the flattering hopes of youth 

Have all deceived me and betrayed me ? 

276. Palmffenetis, Be-creation; a word uaed by the alchemists, **who 
belieyed," says Longfellow in a letter, " that form is indestructible, and that 
out of the asbei of a rose the rose itself could be reconstructed, — if oaXj they 
could discorer the great secret of nature.** It was accomplished by the afqpU- 
cation of heat in the experiment related by Sir Kenelm Digby. (v. Sir Tbomaa 
Bzowne*s Meligio Medici, oh. 4&, notd ; also I^ongfellow's I*€Uingeneni.) 
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Give me, give me rest, O rest ! 
Grolden visions wave and hover. 
Golden yapon, waters streaming, 
190 Landscapes moving, changing, gleaming 1 
I am like a happy lover 
Whc illumines life with dreaming ! 
Brave physician ! Rare physician ! 
Well hast thou fulfilled thy mission ! 
His head/aUs 9n his book. 

wm The Angel, receding. Alas ! alas ! 

Like a vapor the golden vision 

Shall fade and pass, 

And thou wilt find in thy heart again 

Oxdy the hlight of pain, 
MS And hitter, bitter, bitter contrition ! 

COURT-YARD OF THE CASTLE. 

HuBEBT, Standing hy ike gateway. 

Hubert. How sad the grand old castle looks ! 
Overhead, the unmolested rooks 
Upon the turret's windy top 
Sit, talking of the farmer's crop ; 
sio Here in the court-yard springs the grass. 
So few are now the feet that pass ; 
The stately peacocks, bolder grown, 

807. Jtooks. The ancfent nobility prided themaelvea on haying a rookery in 
the neighborhood d their castles, because rooks were regarded as birds of good 
omen. On this account no one was permitted to kill them under aeTere pen- 
alties. 

312. Peacocks. The peacock was brought to Palestine by Solomon's ships 
from Persia, whither it was banished for assisting in the entrance of Satan to 
the Garden of Eden. It was introduced into Europe at a very early date, 
being m]rthol(^cally sacred to Juno. Oriental legend represented It as immor- 
tal, receiving the attribute of the fabled phoenix, which became immortal on 
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Come hopping down the steps of stone. 

As if the castle were their own ; 
su And I, the poor old seneschal, 

Haunt, like a ghost, the hanqaet-hall. 

Alas ! the merry guests no more 

Crowd through the hospitable door ; ^ 

No eyes with youth and passion shine, 
820 No cheeks grow redder than the wine ; 

No song, no laugh, no jovial din 

Of drinking wassail to the pin ; 

But all is silent, sad, and drear, 

And now the only sounds I hear 
8S5 Are the hoarse rooks upon the walls, 

And horses stamping in their stalls ! 

A horn sounds. 

What ho ! that merry, sudden* blast 
Eeminds me of the days long past ! 
And, as of old resounding, grate 
sso The heavy hinges of the gate. 

And, clattering loud, with iron clank, 
Down goes the sounding bridge of plank, 

refusing to eat of the forbidden fmit. Jn the Middle Ages the peacock was 
highly esteemed as an article of food, and it was brooght to table in foil 
plumage, amid a flourish of trumpets and the applause of the guests. 

322. WataaU. The exclamation Waes^util^ " Health to you I " which greeted 
the returning Saxon warrior, became a salutation in England on New Tear's 
Eve and Day over the spiced ale-cup, hence called the wassail bowl ; the word 
was afterward applied to the drinking-bout itself, (v. Hamlet, i. 4 ; Mae- 
leihj i. 7.) 

202. Fin. King Edgar of Britoin, to check the intemperance of the times, 
oardained that pins should be fastened into drinking cups at regular distances, 
and tiiat whoever drank beyond his pin should be punished. As afterward 
whoever drank short of his pin or beyond it was obliged to drink again, the 
device encouraged the intemperance it was designed to prevent. 

332. Bridge of plank. The gate takes the place of the usual porteulUa, 
which was of iron, and had a row of sharp spikes sliding downwards in grooves 
in the masonry of the tower. The bridge is the draw-bridge over the moat, 
which was lowered to admit travellers. When the portcullis was down and- 
the bridge raised, entrance or exit was impossible, (v. Scott's MarmioUt vL) 
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Ab if it were in haste to greet 
The pressure of a traveller's feet ! 

EnUr Wai;tbb the Minnennger.* 

SS9 Walteb. How now, my friend! This looks 
quite lonely ! 
No banner flying from the walls, 
No pages and no seneschals, 
No warders, and one porter only I 
Is it you, Hubert ? 
SM Hubert. Ah! Master Walter ! 

Walter. Alas ! how forms and faces alter ! 
I did not know you. You look older ! 
Your hair has g^own much grayer and thinner, 
And you stoop a little in the shoulder I 
M5 Hubert. Alack ! I am a poor old sinner. 
And, like these towers, begin to moulder ; 
And you have been absent many a year ! 
Walter. How is the Prince ? 
Hubert. He is not here ; 

S50 He has been iU : and now has fled. 

Walter. Speak it out frankly : say he *s dead 1 
Is it not so ? 

Hubert. No ; if you please, 
A strange, mysterious disease 
S5» Fell on him with a sudden blight. ' 
Whole hours together he would stand 

* Walter Ton der Vogelweida (of the bird-meadow), one of the moet eele- 
brated of the mumeeii^ra (minneslove) ; bom near Botien, bn Anatriaa 
Tyrol, in 1170, he wandered with hia TioUn over Central Europe, aiaging at 
the courts of the Emperor and leaser aorereigna; took part in the muaical 
tournament of the Wartburg, 1207 ; accompanied Frederick IL on the Sixth 
Gmaade, 1227 ; was buried within the precincts of the cathedral of W&nburg, 
where a monument was erected to his memoiy in 1843. His poema have lieeB 
translated into modem German by Simrock, Bchroter, and othera. (v. Long^ 
fdlow'a WaUer von der VogOweide, and 8oherer*a Ui»L ^f Qer, LU., L ch. 7.) 
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Upon the terrace, in a dream, 
Resting his head upon his hand, 
Best pleased when he was most alone, 

S60 Like Saint John Nepomuck in stone, 
Looking down into a stream. 
In the Round Tower, night after night. 
He sat, and hleared his eyes with books ; 
Until one morning we found him there 

MB Stretched on the floor, as if in a swoon 
He had fallen from his chair. " 
We hardly recognized his sweet looks ! 
Walter. Poor Prince ! 
Hubert. I think he might hare mended ; 

S70 And he did mend ; but very soon 

The priests came flocking in, like rooks. 
With all their crosiers and their crooks, 
And so at last the matter ended. 
Walter. How did it end ? 

915 Hubert. Why, in Saint Rochus 

3G0. St, John Nepomnck. St. John, a canon o< St. Augustine, called ** of 
Nepomuck " from his birth-place; refusing to divulge' the confession of the 
wife of the Emperor Wenceslas Y., be was thrown by the emperor's order 
over the bridge into the Moldan at Prague; hence he is the patron saint of 
silence, and in Bohemia and Austria of bridgea and streams, and his statue 
stands on the bridge at Prague. 

372. Crosier* and crooks. The bishop's past(»al crook is generally derived 
from the shepherd's crook, but certain antiquaries regard it, as well as the 
liitiu* of the ancient augurs, as intimately connected with the divining-rod, 
which was thought to be potent in the detection of metallic veins, hidden 
treasures, and water, and which Cox in his Aryan Mythology associates with 
the trident of Neptune, the spear of Apollo, and the croes of Osiris, (v. Hard- 
wick's TradiHon», Superstitions, and Folh-Uxrt^ eh. 13.) The erosier (Old 
Trench eroisMTy Lat. crux") was the distinctive staff of an archbishop, tenni- 
nating in a cross, instead of a curved head, like the bishop's crook. 

375. St. Bochus. The chapel of St. Roch occupies the summit of a hiU 
above Bingeo. It contains an altar-piece given by Qoethe, and is thronged on 
the Sunday after August 16, St. Roch's Day, by pilgrims offering prayers to 
the saint, who is the patron of the sick, and the avertor of plague and peati- 
lence. (v. Clement's Legend, and Myth. AH, 2fSS.\ 
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They made him stand, and wait his doom ; 

And, as if he were condemned to the tomb. 

Began to mutter their hocus-pocus. 

First, the Mass for the Dead they chanted, 
sso Then three times laid upon his head 

A shovelful of churchyard clay, 

Saying to him, as he stood undaunted, 

" This is a sign that thou art dead. 

So in thy heart be penitent ! " 
t85 And forth from the chapel door he went 

Into disgrace and banishment. 

Clothed in a cloak of hodden gray, 

And bearing a wallets and a bell, 

Whose sound should be a perpetual knell 
sfo To keep all travellers away. 

Walter. O, horrible fate ! Outcast, rejected, 

As one with pestilence infected ! 

Hubert. Then was the family tomb unsealed, 

And broken helmet, sword and shield, 
Sift Buried together, in common wreck. 

As is the custom, when the last 

Of any princely house has passed, 

And tlirice, as with a trumpet blast, 

A herald shouted down the stair 
400 The words of warning and despair, — 
" O Hoheneck ! O Hoheneck ! " 

379. Mati for the Dead. Often called the requiem, from the opening words : 
^quiem atemam dona eif, dcmine, {v. Hamlet, ▼. 1.) The word ** Haas ** is 
derived from /fe, fntua e^, "Cto, the congregation is dismisaed,'* at the end o# 
the olBoe of the celebration of the Passion of Christ in the Catholic Church. 
Prayers for the dead were introduced about 190 a. d. 

388. Wallet and Bell. Although leprosy is but indirectly alluded to, as oa 
page 16, an exact deflcription, even to the warning beU, is here given of the 
ceremony of excommunicating a leper, who was then considered socially and 
politically dead. This ceremony was common in the twelfth and thirteenth 
centuries, imtil the erection of leper hospitals. 

401. O Hoheneck/ To the ceremony of ezoommunication is here added the 



THE GOLDEN LEGEND. 29 

Walteb. Still in my soul that cry goes on, -— 

Forever gone ! forever gone ! 

Ah, what a crael sense of loss, 
405 Like a black shadow, would fall across 

The hearts of all, if he should die ! ^ ' 

His gracious presence upon earth ^ . 

Was as a fire upon a hearth ; 

As pleasant songs, at morning sung, 
410 The words that dropped from his sweet tongue 

Strengthened our hearts ; or, heard at night, 

Made all our slumbers soft and light. 

Where is he ? 
Hubert. In the Odenwald. 
415 Some of his tenants, unappalled 

By fear of death, or priestly word, — 

A holy family, that make 

Each meal a Supper of the Lord, — 

Have him beneath their watch and ward, 
420 For love of him, and Jesus' sake ! 

Pray you come in. For why should I 

With out-door hospitality 

My prince's friend thus entertain ? 
Walter. I would a moment here remain. 
4S5 But you, good Hubert, go before, 

Fill me a goblet of May-drink, 

As aromatic as the May 

oervice performed at the burial of the last of one's race, as when the herald 
chaUengea in vain an answer to his call, ** O Hoheneck ! " 

416. Fear of death. Unappalled by fear of the penalty threatened those 
who should harbor an excommunicated person. 

426. May-drink, Mai-wein, May-wine, the infusion of an aromatic plant in 
light Moselle or Rhine wine, a popular drink in Oermany during the month of 
May, the flowering-time of the Waldmei^er (Bot. Asperula odoraia; Eng. 
*' Woodroof "). The same plant grows wild on Blue Hill, Milton, Mass., and 
ii onltiyated hj tha Qermans of New Jersey and Pennsylyania. 
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From which it steals the breath away. 

And which he loved so well of yore ; 
480 It is of him that I would think. 

You shall attend me, when I caU, 

In the ancestral banqaet-hall. 

Unseen companions, guests of air, 

Yoa cannot wait on, will be there ; 
4W They taste not food, they drink not wine, 

But their soft eyes look into mine, 

And their lips speak to me^ and all 

The vast and shadowy banquet-hall 

Is full of looks and words divine ! 

Leaning over the parapet. 

Moj The day is done ; and slowly from the scene 
The stooping sun upgathers his spent shafts, 
And puts them back into his golden quiver ! 
Below me in the valley, deep and green 
As goblets ai*e, from which in thirsty draughts 

M5 We drink its wine, the swift and mantling river 
Flows on triumphant through these lovely regions. 
Etched with the shadows of its sombre margent. 
And soft, reflected clouds of gold and argent ! 
Yes, there it flows, forever, broad and still, 

450 As when the vanguard of the Roman legions 
First saw it from the top of yonder hill ! 
How beautiful it is I Fresh fields of wheat. 
Vineyard, and town, and tower with fluttering flag, 

433. Unseen companions. Cf. TThlAnd^s Passage : ** Take, O boatman, thrice 
thy fee," etc. ; quoted from the Edinburgh Review in Poets and Poetry oj 
Europe^ and Hyperion, Bk. iii. ch. 6. 

444. Goblets, The wine grown on the banks of the Rhine and its tributary 
rivers is drunk from colored glasses. 

451. Yonder hill. The ruin called Klopp, or Dmsns* Castle, iAxm Biag«n, 
though not itself Roman, probably occupies the site of a fort built hj DruBoa 
in one of his German campaigns, 12-8 b. o. 
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The consecrated chapel on the cn^^ 
4B5 And the white hamlet gathered round its base, 
Like Mary sitting at her Saviour's feet. 
And looking up at his beloved face ! 
O friend ! O best of friends ! Thy absence more 
Than the impending night darkens the landscape o*er ! 



n. 

A FARM IN THE ODENWALD.* 

A garden; morning; Prince Henrt seated with a book A Elsie, 

at a distance^ gathering flowers. 

Pbince Henry, reading. One morning, all alone, 
Out of his convent of gray stone, 
Into the forest older, darker, grayer, 
His lips moving as if in prayer, 
5 His head sunken upon his breast 
As in a dream of rest, 
Walked the Monk Felix. All about 

455w Handel. Bingen was niaed to great prosperity in the fourtesnth cen- 
tury by certain Italian families of merchants who settled there. Its name is 
pleasantly recalled by the Hon. Mrs. Norton's poem of the soldier of Bingen 
dying in Algiers. 

* Odenwald. The forest of Odin, a picturesque district of Oermany, in 
Hesse, between the Neckar and Main rivers. Through it runs the Bergstrasse, 
or Mountain Road, one of the most romantic highways of Europe. The forest 
is full of mythological associations ; here Siegfried, tlie hero of the Nibelungen 
ai^^ was slain, (v. Hedge's Hours with German Classics, 40.) 

t Book. For remarks upon the scarcity and value of books in the Middle 
Ages, V. Robertson's Charles F., Introd. Note X. 

7. Monk Felix. This story was first told of a monk of the Netherlandish 
abbey of Afflighem, who meditated upon, or as some versions have it, pre- 
mmed to doubt the truth of the text //. Peier ill. 8, and found that three hun- 
dred years had passed as he listened in ecstasy to the singing of a bird. It is 
also told of monks in other abbeys, (v. Thorpe^s Noi^kem Mythology, iii. 
297.) It is similar to the legends of protracted sleep comanoB to all countries 
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The broad, sweet sunshine lay withont. 

Filling the summer air ; 
10 And within the woodlands as he trod. 

The dusk was like the Trace of Grod 

With worldly woe and care ; 

Under him lay the golden moss ; 

And above him the boughs of hoary trees 
15 Waved, and made the sign of the cross, 

And whispered their Benedicites ; 

And from the ground 

Rose an odor sweet and fragrant 

Of the wild-flowers and the vagrant 
10 Vines that wandered. 

Seeking the sunshine, round and round* 

These he heeded not, but pondered 
On the volume in his hand, 
Wherein amazed he read : 
S5 " A thousand years in thy sight 

and times, from Epimenides and the Seven Sleepers of Ephemis to Rip Tan 
Winkle, (v. Baring-Gk>uld's Curunu Mytht, — The. Seven Sleepers; also 
Cox's Aryan Mythology^ Bk. ii. ch. 2.) 

11. Truce of God. The name applied to a cessation of private conflicts en- 
joined by the Church at different times during the eleventh and twelfth cen- 
turies, by which laborers in the field, travellers, monks, pilgrims, women, and 
children were protected from attack during certain hours, or on certain feast 
or fast da3rs, generally from Wednesday night of each week to the following 
Monday morning. 

22-28. In the first edition this passage read as follows : — 

** These he heeded not, but pondered 
On the volume in his hand, 
A volume of St. Augustine, 
Wherein he read of tha unseen 
Splendor of God's great town 
In. the unknown land, 
And with his eyes downcast," etc 

The allusion is to the passage in St. Augustine's De SpirUtt et iirn'ma, quoted 
in the note to p. 160. 
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Are bat as yesterday when it is past, 
And as a watch in the night I ** 
And with his eyes downcast 
In humility he said : 
80 " I believe, O Lord, 

What is written in thy Word, 
But alas ! I do not understand ! ** 

And lo ! he heard 

The sudden singing of a bird, 
85 A snow-white bird, that from a cloud 

Dropped down. 

And among the branches brown 

Sat singing 

So sweet, and clear, and loud, 
40 It seemed a thousand harp-strings ringing. 

And the Monk Felix closed his book, 

And long, long, 

With rapturous look. 

He listened to the song, 
40 And hardly breathed or stirred, 

Until he saw, as in a vision. 

The land Elysian, 

And in the heavenly city heard 

Angelic feet 
00 Fall on the golden flagging of the street 

And he would fain 

47. Land Elysian. Homer ( Odyssey^ Bk. iv. ) placed Elysium, or the Elyaian 
Fields, on the west of the earth, near Ocean, the great encirclii^ river, and 
described it as a happy land fanned by the breezes of Zephyrus. Hesiod and 
lindar placed Elysium in the Happy Islands, whence arose the fabled Atlantis, 
west of the Pillars of Hercules. The Elysium of Virgil is jMurt of the lower 
world, and the abode of the shades of the blessed ; accordingly » poetic name 
of Heaven, to which the descr^tion of the Apocalypse is here applied, (v. 
Sev. xxi. 21.) 
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Have caught the wondrous Urdy 

Bat strove in vain ; 

For it flew away, away, 
N Far over hill and dell. 

And instead of its sweet singing 

He heard the 'convent hell 

Suddenly in the silence ringing 

For the service of noonday. 
•0 And he retraced 

His pathway homeward sadly and in haste. 

In the convent there was a change ! 

He looked for each well-known f ace. 

But the faces were new and strange ; 
•B New figures sat in the oaken stalls, 

New voices chanted in the dioir ; 

Yet the place was the same place, 

The same dusky walls 

Of cold, gray stone, 
70 The same cloisters and helfry and spire. 

A stranger and alone 
Among that brotherhood 

59. Service of noonday, A pnyerto the Vii^n, beginning: Angehudommi 
nunHavit MaritBj followed by the Ave Maria^ recited at morning, noon, and 
night, at the ringing of a bell ; whence both the bell and the prayer are often 
called the Angeliu, 

" Sweetly over the villi^ the bell of the Angelas sounded.** 

Evcengeline. 
Whoever heard the bell addressed himself at once to prayer, howerer he might 
be engaged. Thus Sir Thomas Browne says, in the Religio Medici : ** I could 
never hear the Ave Mary bell without on elevation.** 

66. Choir. When the Roman basilicas were adapted to Christian WOTship, 

the choir was an enclosed space in the centre of the nave, but was afterward 

the eastern end of the church, in which were the stalls, and where the aeiw 

■ vices took place. As these were musical, those taking part in tiiem were mxb- 

lequently called the choir. 
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The Monk Felix stood. 
" Forty years," said a Friar, 
T5 " Have I been Prior 
Of this convent in the wood, 
But for that space 
Never have I beheld thy face ! 



»» 



The heart of the Monk Felix fell : 
80 And he answered, with submissive tone, 

^^ This morning, after the hour of Prime, 

I left my cell, 

And wandered forth alone, 

Listening all the time 
85 To the melodious singing 

Of a beautiful white bird. 

Until I heard 

The bells of the convent ringing 

Noon from their noisy towers. 
80 It was as if I dreamed ; 

For what to me had seemed 

Moments only, had been hours ! '* 

" Tears ! " said a voice close by. 
It was an aged monk who spoke, 
85 From a bench of oak 

74. Friar. From f rater ^ a brother, the name flteumed in hmnilily by the 
Mendicant Orders — Dominicans, Franciscans, and Carmelites — in distinction 
from the members of the older Benedictine and Augustinian orders, who were 
called monks. 

75. Prior, The superior of a priory, sabordinate to the abbot, as the priory 
was originally dependent upon the abbey. In such oases the abbot had the 
right of appointment of the prior. Priories Taried in size, from a mere oeU 
containing a prior and two monks, to an establishment as large as an abbey, 
(v. Scenes and Characters ctfthe Middle Ages., 58.) 

81. Prime. The third canonical hour of the day, beginning with Matins at 
midnight, Lands at three, and Pfeime at six o'oZock in the momix^. 
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Fastened against the wall ; — 

He was the oldest monk of alL 

For a whole century 

Had he heen there, 
xw Serving Grod in prayer, 

The meekest and humhiest of his creatares. 

He remembered well the features 

Of Felix, and he said, 

Speaking distinct and slow : 
*•• " One hundred years ago, 

When I was a novice in this place. 

There was here a monk, fuU of God*s grace. 

Who bore the name 

Of Felix, and this man must be the same.'* 

"• And straightway 

They brought forth to the light of day 

A volume old and brown, 

A huge tome, bound 

Ib brass and wild-boar's hide, 
u» Wherein were written down 

The names of all who had died 

In the convent, since it was edified. 

And there they found, 

Just as the old monk said, 
ISO That on a certain day and date, 

One hundred years before, 

106. Novice. The youngest members of a religious house, passli^ through a 
probatioQJury period, were called novices ; but a monk of another order, or of 
another house of the same order, was reckoned among the novices of any par- 
ticular establishment. Scions of noble houses were not inf requentty entered 
at an early age as novices, either devoted to a religious life by their parents, 
or, with more worldly motives, thus provided with a calling and a mainte> 
nance. Poor children were also admitted to the monastic schools and trained 
to the religious life, often arriving at the highest dignities. 
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Had gone forth from the convent gate 

The Monk Felix, and never more 

Had entered that sacred door. 
xsB He had heen counted among, the dead! 

And they knew, at last, 

That, sach had heen the power 

Of that celestial and immortal song, 

A hundred years had passed, 
^^^ And had not seemed so long 

As a single houri * 

Elsie comes in with flowers, t: ' 

Elsie. Here are flowers for you. 
But they are not all for you. 
Some of them are for the VirgiR 
X35 And for Saint Cecilia. 

Prince Henby. As thou standest there, 
Thou seemest to me like the angel 
That brought the immortal roses 
To Saint Cecilia's bridal chamber. 
140 Elsie. But these will fade. 

Prince Henrt. Themselves will fade, 
But not their memory. 
And memory has the power 
To re-create them from the dust. 
14B They remind me, too. 



* For this legend v. also Dean Trenches The Monk and the Burd, — > 
Poems, 24. 

135. St. Cecilia. With which to decorate the pictures of the Virgin and St. 
Cecilia in Els!e*s chamber, {v. p. 40. ) For an account of the life and martyr- 
dom of St Cecilia, patroness of music and musicians, traditional inventor of 
the organ, v. Ifarper^s Maga-zine, Ixi. 809 ; Sacred and Legend, Art, iL 583. 

139. Bridal Chamber, Her husband on his return from baptism heard in 
his wife's chamber the sound of enchanting music, and on entering beheld an 
angel who stood near St. Cecilia and held two crowns of red and white roses 
which he placed upon their heads. 
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Of martyred Dorothea, 

Who from celeetial gardens sent 

Flowers as her witnesses 

To him who scoffed and doahted. 
u« Elsie. Do yoa know the story 

Of Christ and the Saltan's daughter ? 

That is the prettiest l^end of them alL 
Princb Heioky. Then tell it to me. 

But first come hither. 
115 Lay the flowers down heside me, 

And put both thy hands in mine. 

Now tell me the story. 

Elsie. Early in the morning 

The Saltan's daughter 
ISO Walked in her father's garden. 

Gathering the bright flowers. 

All fnU of dew. 

Pbinoe Henky. Just as thoa hast been doing 

This morning, dearest Elsie. 
iM Elsie. And as she gathered them, 

She wondered more and more 

Who was the Master of the Flowers, 

And made them grow 

Out of the cold, dark earth. 
iTo << In my heart," she said, 

*^ I love him ; and for him 

Would leave my father's palaee. 

To labor in his garden." 

146. Dorothea, AiDorothMof CaiqpAdoela, of noble Mrth and great bemity, 
was led to martyrdom in the f onrth century, a young lawyer jeered at her and 
aaked her to lend him fruit from the garden to which she said she was going ; 
and, as she prayed, an angel stood beside her holdii^ a basket oontainlng three 
roses and three apples, which Dorothea gave to the lawyer, who was himaetf 
eonverted and afterward saflfered martyrdom. 
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Pbinge Henry, Dear, innocent ehild I 
ITS How sweetly thou recallest 

The long-forgotten legend, 

That in my early childhood 

My mother told me J 

Upon my brain 
uo It reappears once more, 

As a birth-mark upon the forehead 

When a hand suddenly 

Is laid upon it, and removed ! 
Elsie. And at midnight, 
1S5 As she lay upon her bed. 

She heard a voice 

Call to her from the garden. 

And, looking forth from her window, 

She saw a beautiful youth 
190 Standing among the flowers. 

It was the Lord Jesus ; 

And she went down to him, 

And opened the door for him ; 

And he said to her, '^ O maiden ! 
19S Thou hast thought of me with love. 

And for thy sake 

Out of my Father's kingdom 

Have I come hither : 

I am the Master of the flowers, 
too My garden is in Paradise, 

And if thou wilt go with me, 

Thy bridal g^land 

Shall be of bright red flowers." 

And then he took from his finger 
tw A golden ring, 

And asked the Sultanas daughter 
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If she would be his bride. 

And when she answered him with love. 

His wounds began to bleed, 
us And die said to him, 

** O Love ! how red thy heart is. 

And thy hands are full of roses." 

^* For thy sake," answered he, 

'^ For thy sake is my heart so red* 
tis For thee I bring these roses ; 

I gathered them at the cross 

Whereon I died for thee ! 

Come, for my Father calls. 

Thou art my elected bride ! " 
iM And the Sultan's daughter 

Followed him to his Father's garden. 

Prince Henbt. Wouldst thou have done so, 

Elsie ? 
£lsie. Yes, very gladly. 
Prince Hi^nry. Then the Celestial Bride- 
groom 
125 Will come for thee also. 

Upon thy forehead he will place> 

Not his crown of thorns, 

But a crown of roses. 

In thy bridal chamber, 
ISO Like Saint Cecilia, 

Thou shalt hear sweet music. 

And breathe tlie fragrance 

Of flowers immortal ! 

Gro now and place these flowers 
tsB Before her picture. 



THE GOLDEN LEGEND, 41 

A ROOM IN THE FARM-HOUSK 

Twilight, Ubsuia spinning, Gottlieb asleep in his chair, 

Ubsula. Darker and darker ! Hardly a glim- 
mer 
Of light comes in at the window-pane ; 
Or is it my eyes are growing dimmer ? 
I cannot disentangle this skein, 
MO Nor wind it rightly upon the reel. 
Elsie! 

Gottlieb, starting. The stopping of thy wheel 
Has wakened me out of a pleasant dream. 
I thought I was sitting beside a stream, 
SM And heard the grinding of a mill. 
When suddenly the wheels stood still, 
And a voice cried ^' Elsie " in my ear ! 
It startled me, it seemed so near. 

Ursula. I was calling her : I want a light, 
uo I cannot see to spin my flax. 

Bring the lamp, Elsie. Dost thou hear? 
Elsie, within. In a moment ! 
GrOTTLiEB. Where are Bertha and Max ? 

Ursula. They are sitting with Elsie at the door. 
iM She is telling them stories of the wood. 
And the Wolf, and little Red Ridinghood. 
Gottlieb. And where is the Prince ? 

256. Red Ridinghood. In the Vedas the dawn is represented as a yoong 
maiden carrying messages, bringing food, and travelling to join the day, bat 
intercepted and swallowed up by the wolf or night. She does not die, how- 
ever, but is rescued f roin the mouth of the wolf, just as Red Oap, the evening 
twilight, with her cloak of scarlet sunset, in cut firom the stomach of the wolf, 
to live again as the dawn. For the origin of Aryan folk-lore v. Cox's Aryan 
Mythology^ passim^ and LittdVt Living Age, zdv. 730 ; also John Fiske'a 
Myths ofid Myih'Makertf 77, note. 



I 

1 

% 

42 LONGFELLOW. 

Ubsula. In his room overhead ; 

I heard him walking across the floor, 
MO As he always does, with a heavy tread. 

EiiSiB comes in with a lamp. Max and Bkbtha. /oUow her; and 
thejf all sing the Evening Song on the lighting of the lamps. 

EYEKIKG SONG.* 

O gladsome light 
Of the Father Immortaly 
And of the celestial 
Sacred and hlessed 
SM Jesus, our Saviour! , 

Now to the sunset 

Again hast thou brought us ; 

Andy seeing the evening 

Twilight, we bless thee^ i 

STO Praise thee, adore thee ! 

I 

Father omnipotent ! 

Son, the Life-giver! I 

Spirit, the Comforter ! ' 

Worthy at all times i 

STO Of worship and wonder ! 



* Modelled upon the choral songs which originatod in the reformed church 
of Germany, to introduce a popular element into the worship of the church 
and home. Many of the tiuies were adapted f nnn old church music, while 
others came from secular sources. Choral songs had played a great part 
among tiie early Germans on all the important occasions of private and pablio 
life, in receiving the bride and in burying the hero, in marching to battle, and 
in the procession of pagan sacrifices. They comprised all the Omenta of lyric 
and dramatic poetry. Such an adaptation to modem religious purposes waa 
therefore natural. 
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Prince Henbt, at the door. Amen ! 
Ursula. Who was it said Amen ? 

Elsie. It was the Prince : he stood at tho 
door, 
And listened a moment, as we chanted 
ISO The evening song. He is gone again. 
I have often seen him there before. 
Ursula. Poor Prince. 

Gottlieb. I thought the house was haonted 1 
Poor Prince, alas ! and yet as mild 
SM And patient as the gentlest child ! 

Max. I love him because he is so good, 
And makes me such fine bows and arrows, 
To shoot at the robins and the sparrows. 
And the red squirrels in the wood ! 
S90 Bertha. I love him, too I 

Gottlieb. Ah, yes ! we all 

Love him, from the bottom of our hearts ; 
He gave us the farm, the house, and the gruige, 
He gave us the horses and the carts, 
MB And the great oxen in the stall. 
The vineyard, and the forest range ! 
We have flothing to give him but our love ! 

Bertha. Did he give us the beautiful stork 
above 
On the chimney-top, with its lai'ge, round nest? 
800 Gottlieb. No, not the stork ; by Grod in heaven. 
As a blessing, the dear white stork was given, 

801. Storks. Swedish legend aays that the stork derived its name and saczed 
character from flying aroimd the cross and crying to the Saviour, Styrka^ Styr^ 
ta/" Strengthen^ strengthen ! " In Holland and on the Rhine it ia oonaidered 
a good omen to a dwelling and its inmates if a stork select it for an habitation, 
because the presence of this bird is supposed to render the building safe from 
fire. To kill a stQrk in these countries is hardly less than a crime. 
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Bat the Prince has given ns all the rest. 
God bless him, and make him well again. 

Elsie. Woald I could do something for his sako, 
tM Something to cure his sorrow and pain ! 

GrOTTLiEB. That no one can ; neither thou nor I, 
Nor any one else. 

Elsie. And must he die ? 

Ursula. Yes ; if the dear God does not take 
810 Pity upon him. in his distress, 
And work a miracle ! 

Gottlieb. Or unless 

Some maiden, of her own accord, 
Offers her life for that of her lord, 
815 And is willing to die in his stead. 

Elsie. I will ! 

Ursula. Prithee, thou foolish child, be still ! 
Thou shouldst not say what thou dost not mean ! 
Elsie. I mean it truly ! 
880 Max. O father ! this morning, 

Down by the mill, in the ravine, 
Hans killed a wolf, the very same 
That in the night to the sheepf old came. 
And ate up my lamb, that was left outside. 
880 Gottlieb. I am glad he is dead. It will be a 
warning 
To the wolves in the forest, far and wide. 
Max. And I am going to have his hide ! 
Bertha. I wonder if this is the wolf that ate 
Little Red Ridinghood! 
880 Ursula. O, no ! 

That wolf was killed a long while ago. 
Come, children, it is growing late. 
Max. Ah, how I wish I were a man, 
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As stout as Hans is, and as strong ! 
836 I would do nothing else, the whole day long. 
But just kill wolves. 

Gottlieb. Then go to hed, 

And grow as fast as a little hoy can. 
Bertha is half asleep already. 
840 See how she nods her heavy head, 
And her sleepy feet are so unsteady 
She will hardly he ahle to creep up stairs. 

Ursula. Good night, my children. Here 's the 
light. 
And do not forget to say your prayers 
845 Before you sleep. 

Gottlieb. Good night! 

Max and Bertha. Grood night ! 

They go out with Elsie. 

Ursula, spinning. She is a strange and way- 
ward child, 
That Elsie of ours. She looks so old, 
860 And thoughts and fancies weird and wild 
Seem of late to have taken hold 
Of her heart that was once so docile and mild ! 
Gottlieb. She is like all girls. 
Ursula. Ah no, forsooth ! 

866 Unlike all I have ever seen. ' 

For she has visions and strange dreams, 
And in all her words and ways, she seems 
Much older than she is in truth. 
Who would think her hut fifteen ? 
860 And there has heen of late such a change ! 
My heart is heavy with fear and douht 
That she may not live till the year is out. 
She is so strange, — so strange, — so strange ! 

368. Fifteen, In ** Poor Henry," SLaie is bat eight yeara of age. 
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GrOTTLiEB. I am not troobled witih any such fear ; 
Ml She will live and thiiTe for many a year. ^ ^ 

ELSIE'S CHAMBER, 

Night, EuiB praying. 

Elsie. My Redeemer and my Lord, 
I beseech thee, I entreat thee, 
Guide me in each act and word, 
That hereafter I may meet thee, 
STO Watching, waiting, hoping, yearning, 
With my lamp well trimmed and burning I 

Interceding 
With these bleeding 
Wounds upon thy hands and side, 
8TB For all who have lived and erred 
Thou hast suffered, thou hast died, 
Scourged, and mocked, and crucified. 
And in the grave hast thou been buried ! 

If my feeble prayer can reach thee, 
880 O my Saviour, I beseech thee. 

Even as thou hast died for me, 

More sincerely 

Let me follow where thou leadest. 

Let me, bleeding as thou bleedest, 
880 Die, if dpng I may give 

Life to one who asks to live. 

And more nearly. 

Dying thus, resemble thee ! 

366. Elsie'** prayer, '* I luiTe a heroine as sweet as Imogen, could I but 
paint her so.** (Longfellow^s Journal^ Nov. 27, 1839 ; Samuel LongfeUow^ 
lAfe cif Longfellow^ i. 334.) 
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THE CHAMBER OF GOTTLIEB AND URSULA. 

Midnight, Eusie standing by their bedside, weeping. 

Gottlieb. The wind is roaring ; the roshing rain 
S90 Is loud upon roof and window-pime, 
As if the Wild Huntsman of Bodenstein, 
Boding evil to me and mine, 
Were abroad to-night with his ghostly train I 
In the brief lulls of the tempest wild, 
S96 The dogs howl in the yard ; and hark ! 
Some one is sobbing in the dark, 
Here in the chamber ! 
Elsie. It is I. 

Ursula. Elsie ! what ails thee, my poor child ? 
400 Elsie. I am disturbed and much distressed, 
In thinking our dear Prince must die ; 
. I cannot close mine eyes, nor rest. 

Gottlieb. What wouldst thou? In the Power 

Divine 

• 

391. The Wild Huntsman, In a seclnded district of the Odenwald stand 
the ruins of the castle of Schnellert, where the Wild Huntsman was wont to 
announce the approach of war by traversing the air with his noisy cavalcade to 
the neighboring castle of Rodenstein. Tlie people of this district asserted 
that they were thus forewarned of the battles of Leipsic and Waterloo. The 
legend of the WUd Huntsman is common to many countries of Europe : in 
England he \b Heme the Hunter, who is described in T?ie, Merry Wives of 
Windsor ^ iv. 1, and in The Ingoldsby Legends^ — The Smuggler's Leap ; he is 
Peeping Tom of Ck>ventry as well as the Pied Piper of Hamelin ; in Franco 
he hunts the forest of Fontainebleau as le grand veneur. Under all these 
disguises are discerned the features of Odin, the northern god of the air, 
wind, and storms, who, as conductor of the dead, himts their spirits along the 
sky. (v. Keary's Outlines of Primitive Beliefs 203, 494 ; also Scott's trans- 
lation of Biii^r's Wild Huntsman.) The Christian Qottlieb speaks of the 
pagan Wild Huntsman as of an actual being ; " thus for centuries in many 
districts of Germany," says Freytag (BUder aus der deuischen Vergangen^ 
heU, i. ch. 4), " a mixed faith existed, in which Christ, St. Peter and other 
saints, were invoked side by side with Wodan (Odin) and Donar.*' 
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His healing lies, not in oar own ; 
«M It is in the hand of God alone. 

Elsie. Nay, he has put it into mine, 

And into my heart ! 
Gottlieb. Thy words are wild ! 

Ubsula. What dost thou mean ? my child ! my 
child! 
«!• £lsie. That for oar dear Prince Henry's sake 

I will myself the offering make, 

And give my life to purchase his. 
Ursula. Am I still dreaming, or awake ? 

Thoa speakest carelessly of death, 
«u And yet thou knowest not what it is. 

Elsie. 'T is the cessation of our breath. 

Silent and motionless we lie ; 

And no one knoweth more than this. 

I saw our little Gertrude die ; 
4S0 She left off breathing, and no more 

I smoothed the pillow beneath her head. 

She was more beautiful than before. 

Like violets faded were her eyes ; 

By this we knew that she was dead. 
4S0 Through the open window looked the skies 

Into the chamber where she lay. 

And the wind was like the sound of wings, 

As if angel^ came to bear her away. 

Ah ! when I saw and felt these things, 
iso I found it difficult to stay ; 

I longed to die, as she had died. 

And go forth with her, side by side. 

The Saints are dead, the Martyrs dead. 

And Mary, and our Lord ; and I 
iS5 Would follow in humility 

The way by them illumined I 
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UbsuIa. My child ! my child ! thou must not die ! 
Elsie. Why sho\|ld •! live ? Do I not know 

The life of woman is full of woe ? 
MO Toiling on and on and on, 

With breaking heart, and tearful eyes, 

And silent lipe, and in the soul 

The secret longings that arise, 

Which this world never satisfies I 
MD Some more, some less, but of the whole 

Not one quite happy, no, not one ! 
Ursula. It is the malediction of Eve ! 
Elsie. In place of it, let me receive 

The benediction of Mary, then. 
460 Gottlieb. Ah, woe is me ! Ah, woe is me ! 

Most wretched am I among men ! 
Ursula. Alas ! that I shoald live to see 

Thy death, beloved, and to stand 

Above thy grave ! Ah, woe the day ! 
455 Elsie. Thou wilt not see it. I shall lie 

Beneath the flowers of another land, 

For at Salerno, far away 

Over the mountains, over the sea, 

It is appointed me to die ! 
460 And it will seem no more to thee 

Than if at the village on market-day 

I should a little longer stay 

Than I am wont. 
Ursula. Even as thou sayest I 

466 And how my heart beats, when thou stayest ! 

I cannot rest until my sight 

Is satisfied with seeing thee. 

What, then, if thou wert dead ? 

447. The malediciian o/ Eve. (v. Generis iii. 16, and St, Luke i. 28.) 

4 
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Gottlieb. Ah md I 

«T0 Of our old eyeft tihoa art iheiight 1 
The joy of our old hearts art thou I 
And wilt thoa die ? 
Ubsula. Not now! not now! 

Elsie. Christ died for me, and shall not I 
4TI Be willing for my Prince to die ? 
Yon hoth are silent ; you cannot speak. 
This said I at our Saviour's feast 
After confession, to the priest. 
And even he made no reply. 
«•• Does he not warn ns all to seek 
The happier, hetter land on high, 
Where flowers immortal never wither ; 
And could he forbid me to go thither ? 
Gottlieb. In Grod*s own time, my heart's delight ! 
485 When he shall call thee, not before ! 

Elsie. I heard him call. When Christ ascended 
Triumphantly, from star to star. 
He left the gates of heaven ajar. 
I had a vision in the night, 
-«»o And saw him standing at the door 

Of his Father's mansion, vast and splendid. 
And beckoning to me from afar. 
I cannot stay ! 
Gottlieb. She speaks almost 
MB As if it were the Holy Ghost 

Spake through her lips, and in her stead ! 
What if this were of God ? 

Ursula. Ah, then 

Gainsay it dare we not. 

475. For my Prinee to die. Not merely gratitude for favors beotowod apon 
her family, but a lenae of Taaaalage, prompts Sliia to offer ber life for lier 
lovd*a. 
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MO Gottlieb. Amen! 

Elsie ! the words that thoa hast said 

Are strange and new for ns to hear, 

And fill oar hearts with doubt and fear. 

Whether it be a dark temptation 
5W Of the Evil One, or God's inspiration, 

We in our blindness cannot say. 

We must think upon it, and pray ; 

For evil and good it both resembles. 

If it be of God, his will be done ! 
sio May he guard us from the Evil One I 

How hot thy hand is ! how it trembles ! 

Go to thy bed, and try to sleep. 
Ubsxjla. Kiss me. Good night ; and do not 
weep! 

EusiB goes otK. 

Ah, what an awful thing is this ! 
•" I almost shuddered at her kiss. 

As if a ghost had touched my cheek, 

I am so childish and so weak ! 

As soon as I see the earliest gray 

Of morning glimmer in the east, 
»«o I will go over to the priest, 

And hear what the good man has to say ! 

A VILLAGE CHURCH. 
A woman kneeling at the confessional,* 

The Parish 'Prtest, from within. Go, sin no 
more ! Thy penance o'er, 
A new and better life begin ! 

* Anrionlar oonf eadon, or the oonf easion of sin at the ear of fhe priest 
■och atatementa being confidential, was practised in the Church as early as 
the fourth century, and was enjoined by the Ooondl of the Latearan, 121fir 
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God maketh thee forever free 
Oil From the dominion of thj sin \ 
Go, sin no more ! He will restore 
The peace that filled thy heart before. 
And pardon thine iniquity ! 

The vDoman goes out. The Priest comts forth, and walks dowly np 

and down the church, 

blessed Lord! how much I need 
ut Thy light to guide me on my way I 

So many hands, that, without heed. 
Still touch thy wounds, and make them bleed I 
So many feet, that, day by day, 
Still wander from tliy fold astray ! 
iw Unless thou fill me with thy light, 

1 cannot lead thy flock aright ; 

Nor, without thy support, can bear 

The burden of so great a care. 

But am myself a castaway ! 

A pause, 

MO The day is drawing to its close ; 

And what good deeds, since first it rose. 

Have I presented, Lord, to thee. 

As offerings of my ministry ? 

What wrong repressed, what right maintained, 
M6 What struggle passed, what victory gained. 

What good attempted and attained ? 

Feeble, at best, is my endeavor I 

I see, but cannot reach, the height 

That lies forever in the light. 

The act of. conf easioii precedes absolution and the adminiBtration of the En* 
charist {v. p. 58.) The confessional is a cabinet within which sits the priest 
while the penitent kneels outside at a latticed window. 
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550 And yet forever and forever, 

When seeming just within my grasp, 

I feel my feeble hands unclasp, 

And sink discouraged into night ! 

For thine own purpose, thou hast sent 
55» The strife and the discouragement ! 

A pcmse. 

Why stayest thou, Prince of Hoheneck ? 

Why keep me pacing to and fro 

Amid these aisles of sacred gloom. 

Counting my footsteps as I go, 
560 And marking with each step a tomb ? 

Why should the world for thee make room, 

And wait thy leisure and thy beck ? 

Thou comest in the hope to hear 

Some word of comfort and of cheer. 
065 What can I say ? I cannot give 

The counsel to do this and live ; 

But rather, firmly U) deny 

The tempter, though his power be strong. 

And, inaccessible to wrong, 
5T0 Still like a martyr live and die ! 

A pause. 

The evening air grows dusk and brown ; 

I must go forth into the town. 

To visit beds of pain and death, 

Of restless limbs, and quivering breath, 
5T5 And sorrowing hearts, and patient eyes 

That see, through tears, the sun go down, 

But never more shall see it rise. 

The poor in body and estate. 

The sick and the disconsolate, 
500 Must not on man's convenience wait* 

Goes out. 
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Emter Lugepbb, as a Priest,* 
LuciFEB, with a genufiection^ mocking. This is 
the Black Pater-noster. 
God was my foster, 
He fostered me 

Under the book of the Pahn-tree ! 
OM St Michael was my dame. 
He was born at Bethlehem, 
He was made of flesh and blood* 
God send me my right food. 
My right food, and shelter too, 
090 That I may to yon kirk go. 
To read upon yon sweet book 
Which the mighty Grod of heaven shook. 
Open, open, hell*s gates I 
Shut, shut, heaven's gates I 
090 AU the devib in the air 

The stronger be, that hear the Black Prayer ! 
Looking round ike church. 

What a darksome and dismal place I 
I wonder that any man has the face 
To call such a hole the House of the Lord, 
600 And the Gate of Heaven, — yet such is the word. 
Ceiling, and walls, and windows old, 
Covered with cobwebs, blackened with mould ; 
Dast on the pulpit, dust on the stairs, 

* It was an old bdief tbit deyUa could at any moment aammo whatever 
lonn they pleased that would most conduce to the success of the enterprise 
they might have in hand ; hence the charge of being a devil, so commonly 
brought against innocent persons. Shakespeare alludes to this popular belief 
in /. Henry IV. ii. 2; Merchant of Venice^ Ui. 1. The devil waa often 
thought in the Middle Ages to enter the pulpit as a priest, and harangue 
the congregation. 

681. Blaek Pater-no^er. The Devil's Praysr as distinguiabed from the 
Lord's Prayer, — a jai^on of sacred and profane allurions. 

600. Gate of Heaven, (v. OcneiitzxviU. 17.) 
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Dost on the bencUfes, and stalls^ and chain ! 
•OB The pulpit, from which such ponderous sermons 

Have fallen down on the brains of the GrermanSy 

With about as much real edification 

As if a great Bible, bound in lead, 

Had fallen, and struck them on the head ; 
•10 And I ought to remember that sensation ! 

Here stands the holy-water stoup ! 

Holy-water it may be to many, 

But to me, the veriest Liquor Gehennas ! 

It smells like a filthy fast-day soup ! 
•IB Near it stands the box for the poor ; 

With its iron padlock, safe and sure. 

I and the priest of the parish know 

Whither all these charities go ; 

Therefore, to keep up the institation, 
•so I will add my little contribution ! 

We pwU in money. 

Underneath this mouldering tomb, 

With statue of. stone, and scutcheon of brass, 

611. Holy-water sioup. It stood originally oataide the church, following tiie 
ancient cnsttnn of washing the hands and face before entering the temple. 
Accordingly, baptinnal fonts were first erected in separate buildings called 
baptisteries. The holy-water stoup was later placed within the church against 
the wall near the dow, vt fixed to » piUar, to be used by tiioae entering or 
leaving. 

613. GehenncB, Gehenna is the Hebrew ge-Hinnom, the Talley of 1TlmlAf^^^ 
near Jerusalem, the early {dace of human sacrifice, hence a place of abomina- 
tion and a receptacle of the refuse of the city, perpetual fire being kept up 
to prevent pestilence. The name excited horror, and was, therefore, after- 
ward applied to the place of future punishment. 

615. Poor-box, The temple at Jerusalem contained a Chamber of Silenoe, 
wherein was secretly deposited whatever generosity ofFered, from which the 
deserving poor were maintained with equal secrecy. This is the probable 
origin of charity-boxes in churches. 

622. Scutcheon of breut. It was the custom, as far back as the thirteenth 
century, to ornament the tombs of eminent persons wiUi figures and inscrip- 
tions on plates of brass, (v. Love's Labor *i Lost, L 1, and Much Ado About 
NatMng, iv. 1, and v. 1.) 
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Slumbers a great lord of the village. 

All his life was riot and pillage, 
•SI But at length, to escape the threatened doom 

Of the everlasting, penal fire, 

He died in'^the dress of a mendicant friar. 

And bartered his wealth for a daily mass. 

But all that afterward came to pass, 
•M And whether he finds it dull or pleasant. 

Is kept a secret for the present, 

At his own particular desire. 

And here, in a comer of the wall, 

Shadowy, silent, apart from all, 
MB With its awful portal open wide. 

And its latticed windows on either side. 

And its step well worn by the bended knees 

Of one or two pious centuries. 

Stands the village confessional ! 
•M Within it, as an honored guest, 

I will sit me down awhile and rest . 

Seats himtelf in the confessional. 

Here sits the priest ; and faint and low. 
Like the sighing of an evening breeze, 
Comes through these painted lattices 

627. Mendicant Friar. Beyeial religioiu orders began alms-beggmg in the 
fhirteentti century, but they were reduced to four by Gregory X., — the Do- 
miTiicana, Franciacans, Carmelites, and Augustinian Hermits. It was not un- 
common for nobles of former lawless character to end their lives m religious 
houses, as at Hirachau. 

628. Daily Mass. For a mass to be said daily for the repose of his souL 
Hearly every will of the period described in this poem provided for the saying 
ol Boch masses for the soul of the testator, sometimes by ordering the execu- 
tors to have a number of masses, varying from ten to ten thousand, said 
speedily ; sometimes by directing that a priest shall be engaged to say mass 
for a certain time, varying from thirty days to forty or fifty years. These 
masses formed provision for the support of a large number of itinerant and 
unattached priests. 
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MB The ceaseless soand of human woe ; 

Here, while her bosom aches and throbs 

With deep and agonizing sobs, 

That half are passion, half contrition, 

The luckless daughter of perdition 
6B0 Slowly confesses her secret shame ! 

The time, the place, the lover's name ! 

Here the grim murderer, with a groan, 

From his bruised conscience rolls the stone, 

Thinking that thus he can atone 
668 For ravages of sword and flame ! 

Indeed, I marvel, and marvel greatly, 

How a priest can sit here so sedately, 

Reading, the whole year out and in, 

Naught but the catalogue of sin, 
MO And still keep any faith whatever 

In human virtue ! Never ! never ! 

I cannot repeat a thousandth part 

Of the horrors and crimes and sins and woes 

That arise, when with palpitating throes 

660 The graveyard in the human heart 

Gives up its dead, at the voice of the priest, 

As if he were an archangel, at least. 

It makes a peculiar atmosphere, 

This odor of earthly passions and crimes, 

670 Such as I like to breathe, at times. 
And such as often brings me here 

667. Archangel, The Schoolmen, following DionysiuB the Areopagite, di- 
vided the angelic host into three hierarchieB of three choirs each, viz. : — 

Seraphim, Cherubim, Thrones, 
Dominions, Virtues, Powers, 
Princedoms, Archangels, Ajigels. 

Bo the poet properly speaks of " an archangel, at least.^* 
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In ibe hottest and most pestilential season. 

To-day, I come for another reason ; 

To foster and ripen an evil thought 
•TB In a heart that is ahnost to madness wrongfat. 

And to make a murderer out of a prince, 

A sleight of hand I learned long since ! 

He comes. In the twilight he will not see 

The difference between his priest and me ! 
•so In the same net was the mother caught ! 

Fkince Henby, entering and kneeling at the eon- 
fessional. Remorseful, penitent, and lowlj, 
I come to crave, O Father holy, 
Thy benediction on my head. 
Lucifer. The benediction shall be said 
•ss After confession, not before 1 

'T is a God-speed to the parting guest, 
Who stands already at the door, 
Sandalled with holiness, and dressed 
In garments pure from earthly stain. 
190 Meanwhile, hast thou searched well thy breast ? 
Does the same madness fill thy brain ? 
Or have thy passion and unrest 
Vanished forever from thy mind ? 
Prince Henry. By the same madness still made 
blind, 
S96 By the same passion still possessed, 
I come again to the house of prayer, 
A man afflicted and distressed ! 
As in a cloudy atmosphere, 
Through unseen sluices of the air, 

636. Godspeed, Cf. ** Weleoma the oomiog, qwed the parting guest." 

Pope's Odyssey, zy. 84U 
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TOO A sadden and impetuous wind 

Strikes the great forest white with fear, 

And every branch, and bough, and spray 

Points all its quivering leaves one way, 

And meadows of grass, and fields of grain, 
TOO And the clouds above, and the slanting rain, 

And smoke from chimneys of the town, 

Yield themselves to it, and bow down, 

So does this dreadful purpose press 

Onward, with irresistible stress, 
Tio And all my thoughts and facultiesi 

Struck level by the strength of this, 

From their true inclination turn, 

And all stream forward to Salem ! 

LuciFBB. Alas I we are but eddies of dust, 
Tio Uplifted by the blast, and whirled 

Along the highway of the world 

A moment only, then to fall 

Back to a common level all. 

At the subsiding of the g^st ! 
T«o Prince Henry. O holy Father ! pardon in me 

The oscillation of a mind 

Unsteadfast, and that cannot find 

Its centre of rest and harmony ! 

For evermore before mine eyes 
Tso This ghastly phantom flits and flies, 

And as a madman through a crowd. 

With frantic gestures and wild cries, 

714. Eddie* ofdutL According to Husmilman tnulition, derived from Um 
TUmud, Adam waa created about three o'clock Friday afternoon, the four 
archangels, Oabriel, Michael, larafiel, and Anrael, being required to bring doat 
from the four quarters of the earth, that therefrom Ood might faahion man. 
The rabbis asserted that the earth refused any of her substance, and that 
only Asrael, the Angel of Death, obejred the divine command, from which ia 
derived the power of death over the human race. 
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It hurries onward, and aloud 

Repeats its awful prophecies! 
TM Weakness is wretchedness ! To be strong 

Is to be happy ! I am weak, 

And cannot find the good I seek. 

Because I feel and fear the wrong ! 

Lucifer. Be not alarmed ! Tlie Church is kind, 
TM And in her mercy and her meekness 

She meets half-way her children's weakness, 

Writes their transgressions in the dust ! 

Though in the Decalogue we find 

The mandate written, " Thou shalt not kill I '' 
TM Yet there are cases when we must. 

In war, for instance, or from scathe 

To guard and keep the one true Faith ! 

We must look at the Decalogue in the light 

Of an ancient statute, that was meant 
Tw For a mild and general application, 

To be understood with the reservation, 

That, in certain instances, the Right 

Must yield to the Expedient ! 

Thou art a Prince. If thou shouldst die, 
TM What hearts and hopes would prostrate lie ! 

What noble deeds, what fair renown, 

Into the grave with thee go down ! 

What acts of valor and courtesy 

730. Wreickednets. Cf. " To be weak it miaenble.** Par. Loait L 157. 

734. The Church is kind. ThuB the Church dirtincfuiflhes between Tenial 
md mortal sins, the former being " a alight ofFence againat the laws of Ood in 
mattera of leaa importance, or in mattera of great importance an offence com- 
mitted without Bufflcient reflection or full conaent of the will ; " a mortal ain, 
on tiie contrary, being " a grieTOna offence againat the law of Ood, bringing 
everlaating death." 

748. Expedient, It waa aaid of Edmund Burke by Ooldamith jSeUdiaiiom) 
that he waa ^ too fond of the tight to pnrrae tbe esqiedlent." 
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Remain undone, and die with thee I 
T66 Thou art the last of all thy race ! 

With thee a noble name expires, 

And vanishes from the earth's face 

The glorious memory of thy sires ! 

She Is a peasant. In her veins 
T60 Flows common and plebeian blood ; 

It is such as daily and hourly stains ^ 

The dust and the turf of battle plains, 

By vassals shed, in a crimson flood. 

Without reserve, and without rewai*d, 
766 At the slightest smnmons of their lord ! 

But thine is precious ; the fore-appointed 

Blood of kings, of God's anointed ! 

Moreover, what has the world in store 

For one like her, but tears and toil ? 
T70 Daughter of sorrow, serf of the soil, ^ 

A peasant's child and a peasant's wife, 

And her soul within her sick and sore 

With the roughness and barrenness of life 1 

I marvel not at the heart's recoil 
T78 From a fate like this, in one so tender, 

Nor at its eagerness to surrender 

All the wretchedness, want, and woe 

That await it in this world below. 

For the unutterable splendor 
760 Of the world of rest beyond the skies. 

So the Church sanctions the sacrifice : 

Therefore inhale this healing balm, 

And breathe this fresh life into thine ; 

770. Serf of the soil. The vfllein or serf was obliged to remain upon his 
lord's estate, and could be reclaimed at law if he ventured to stray, (v. Hal- 
lam's Middle Ages^ ch. IL part 2.) In " Poor Henry," as here, Elsie's father 
Is a tenant of the prince, a condition superior to serfdom. 
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Accept the comfort and the calm 
TM She offers, as a gift divine ; 

Let her fall down and anoint thy feet 
With the ointment costly and most sweet 
Of her young blood, and thou shalt live. 

Prince Henby. And will the righteous Heaven 
forgive ? 
Tto No action, whether foul or fair. 

Is ever done, but it leaves somewhere* 
A record, written by fingers ghostly, . 
As a blessing or a curse, and mostly 
In the greater weakness or greater strength 
Tts Of the acts which follow it, till at lengrth 
The wrongs of ages are redressed, 
And the justice of God made manifest ! 

Lucifer. In ancient records it is stated 
That,*whenever an evil deed is done, 
800 Another devil is created 

To scourge and torment the offending one ! 
But evil is only good perverted, 
And Lucifer, the Bearer of Light, 
But an angel fallen and deserted, 
SOB Thi*ust from his Father's house with a curse 
Into the black and endless night. 

Prince Henry. If justice rules the universe. 
From the good actions of good men 
Angels of light should be begotten, 
810 And thus the balance restored again. 

Lucifer. Yes ; if the world were not so rotten, 
And so given over to the Devil ! 

Prince Henry. But this deed, is it good or 
evil? 
Have I thine absolution free 
815 To do it, and without restriction ? 
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LuciFEB. Ay ; and from whatsoever sin 
Lieth around it and within, 
From all crimes in which it may involve thee^ 
I now release thee and absolve thee ! 
820 Prince Hbnby. Give me thy holy benediction. 
Lucifer, stretching forth his hand and mutter^ 
ing. Maledictione perpetaa 
Maledicat vos 
Pater eternus ! 
The Akgel, with the ceolian harp. Take heed ! 
take heed ! 

839 Noble art thou in thy birth, 

By the good and the great of earth 

Hast thou been taught ! 

Be noble in every thought 

And in every deed ! 
830 Let not the illusion of thy senses 

Betray thee to deadly offences^ 

Be strong ! be good I be pure ! 

The right only shall endure, 

All things else are but false pretences. 
830 I entreat thee, I implore, 

Listen no more 

To the suggestions of an evil spirit. 

That even now is there. 

Making the foul seem fair, 

840 And selfishness itseK a virtue and a merit ! 

A ROOM IN THE FARM-HOUSE. 

Gk>TTLiEB. It is decided I For many days, 
And nights as many, we have had ' 
A nameless terror in our breast, 

888. Foul teem fair, Ct. " Fair is fool, and foul i» fair." Macbeth^ i. 1. 
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Making as timidy and afraid 
MS Of God, and his mysterious wajs ! 

We have been sorrowful and sad ; 

Much have we suffered, much have prayed 

That he would lead us as is best, 

And show us what his will required. 
wo It is decided ; and we give 

Our child, O Prince, that you may live ! 
Ursula. It is of Grod. He has inspired 

This purpose in her ; and through pain. 

Out of a world of sin and woe, 
tM He takes her to himself again. 

The mother's heart resists no longer ; 

With the Angel of the Lord in vain 

It wrestled, for he was the stronger. 

Gottlieb. As Abraham offered long ago ^ 
■•0 His son unto the Lord, and even 

The Everlasting Father in heaven 

Gave his, as a lamb unto the slaughter. 

So do I offer up my daughter ! 

Ursula, hides he» face, 

Elsie. My life is little, 
868 Only a cup of water, 
But pure and limpid. 
Take it, my Prince ! 
Let it refresh you. 
Let it restore you. 
870 It is given willingly, 
It is given freely ; 
May God bless the gift ! 

Prince Henry. And the giver I 

Gottlieb. Amen I 

845. Mysteriotu toayt. Cf. " Ood moves in a myaterioua way.** Oowper. 
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»75 Prince Henry. I accept it ! 

Gottlieb. Where are the children ? 
Ursula. They are already asleep. 
Gottlieb. What if they were dead ? 



■ ~tt 



IN THE GARDEN. 

Elsie. I have one thing to ask of you. 
880 Prince Henry. What is it ? 

It is already granted. 

ElSIe. Promise me, 

When we are gone from here, an^^^n our way 
Are journeying to Salerno, you will not, 
489 By word or deed, endeavor to dissuade me 
And turn me from my purpose ; but remember 
That as a pilgrim to the Holy City 
Walks unmolested, and with thought-s of pardon 
Occupied wholly, so would I approach 
890 The gates of Heaven, in this great jubilee. 
With my petition, putting ofE from me 
All thoughts of earth, as shoes from off my feet. 
Promise me this. 

887. Pilgrim. Pilgrimages began with that of the Empress Helena, mother 
of Gonstantine the Great, to Jerusalem, a. d. 326. They became so common 
from the close of the tenth century that itineraries were made for pilgrims, 
and inns {hospices) were erected for their entertainment en route. Returning 
they were called '* Palmers," because they bore a sprig of palm in token of 
having performed their pilgrimage. Their report of the condition of the Holy 
Places at Jerusalem called forth the crusades. The monks obtained the right 
of asylum, of justice, and of safe conduct, in favor of pilgrims and of travellers 
accompanied by a monk. 

890. Jubilee. Elsie compares her journey to the Church jubilees instituted, 
in imitation of the Hebrew jubilee, by Boniface VIII., 1300, when plenary 
indulgence was prdmised to all who visited the churches of Sts. Peter and 
Paul in Rome. As many as 200,000 pilgrims were assembled at Rome during 
one month of this jubilee, and so lucrative did these festivals become, that 
the interval between tUfem was gradually reduced from one hundred to twen- 
ty-flve years. 

892. Shoes. As the pilgrims removed tiieir travel-stained sandals on ap- 

6 
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Prince Henbt. Thy words fall from thy lips 
•M Like roses from the lips of Angelo : and angels 
Might stoop to pick them up ! 
Elsie. Will you not promise ? 

Pbincb Henbt. If ever we depart upon this 
journey, 
So long to one or both of ns, I promise. 
Mt £lsie. Shall we not go, then ? Have you lifted 
me 
Into the air, only to hurl me back 
Wounded upon the ground ? and offered me 
The waters of eternal life, to bid me 
Drink the polluted puddles of this world ? 
OM Pbinge Henry. O Elsie ! what a lesson thou 
dost teach me ! 
The life which is, and that which is to come, 
Suspended hang in such nice equipoise 
A breath disturbs the balance ; and that scale 
In which we throw our hearts preponderates, 
tio And the other, like an empty one, flies up, 
And is accounted vanity and air ! 
To me the thought of death is terrible, 
Having such hold on life. To thee it is not 
So much even as the lifting of a latch ; 
tiB Only a step into the open air 
Out of a tent already luminous 

proaching the Holy Places, so Elsie will pat ofF all thoughts of earth on w^ 
paroaching the gates of heaven. 

895. Angelo. St Angelus, the Carmelite martyr, came from the East about 
1217, and preached in Palermo and Messina, where he was assassinated by a 
nobleman whose vices he had rebuked. In certain pictures roses are repre- 
sented falling from his mouth as qrmbols of his eloquence, and aiqrel> lura 
picking them up. The BoUandist Fathers, editors of Live* of the Satnft^ de> 
nied his existence. 

916. Out of a tent. Thus the speech of the Saxon thane compared the life of 
man to a sparrow escaping from the storm into the warmed and lighted hall, 
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With light that shines through its transparent walls ! 
O pure in heart ! from thy sweet dust shall grow 
Lilies, upon whose petals will be written 
tM '* Ave Maria " in characters of gold ! 



III. 
A STREET IN STRASBURG. 

Night. Fbssce Hbnbt wandering alone, wrapped in a doak. 

Pbince Henbt. Still is the night. The sound 
of feet 
Has died away from the empty street, 
[ And like an artisan, bending down 

His head on his anvil, the dark town 
5 Sleeps, with a slumber deep and sweet. 
Sleepless and restless, I alone, 
In the dusk and damp of these walls of stone, 
Wander and weep in my remorse ! 

Cbieb of the Dead, ringing a bell. 
Wake! wake! 
10 All ye that sleep ! 

Pray for the Dead ! 
Pray for the Dead ! 
Pbinge Henby. Hark! with what accents loud 
and hoarse 
This warder on the walls of death 

and, after a few moments' rest, flying out again. Freeman's Old Engliah 
Hilary f ch. yi. 

920. Ave Maria. In pictures of the Annunciation Gabriel is represented 
holding a ISLy, the emblem of purity, while he utters the AveJiariOy in allusion 
to the verse of Solomon** Song iL 1, *'I am the rose of Sharon and the lily of 
the valleyB." 

14. Warder. When the warder or watchman on the waU of a mediaBval 
caatia deacried the t^tproach of strangers he ordered the drawbridge raised 
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u Sends forth the challenge of his breath ! 
I see the dead that sleep in the g^ave ! 
They rise up and their garments wave, 
Dimly and spectral, as they rise, 
With the light of another world in their eyes I 

Crier of the Dead. 
M Wake! wake! 

All ye that sleep ! 
Pray for the Dead ! 
Pray for the Dead ! 
Prince Henry. Why for the dead, who are at 
rest ? 
15 Pray for the living, in whose breast 
The struggle between i-ight and wrong 
Is raging terrible and strong. 
As when good angels war with devils ! 
This is the Master of the Revels, 

and the portcullis lowered, and challenged the visitors to state their errand, 
as here the crier of the dead challenges Death, and the dead rise up at the 
caU. 

16. Dead in the grave. Perhaps suggested by the frescoes attributed to 
Orgagna in the Campo Sadto at Pisa, where, in the picture of the Besurrectioii, 
the guardian angels are taking the dead from their graves, and bearing them to 
the Judgment, in accordance with mediaeval belief, (v. Symonds^B Befiaissance 
in Italy y Part iii. 200.) 

28. Good angels. In the Persian theology, with which the Hebrews became 
familiar during the Captivity, and from which they derived the belief in the 
existence of evil spirits, a constant struggle goes on between right and wrong 
personified, the former being represented by Ormuzd, the King of Li^ht, and 
the latter by Ahriman, the Prince of Darkness, (v. Clarke's Ten Great Eelig- 
ionsj i. ch. 5.) 

29. Master of the Bevels. An officer of royal or noble houses, who presided 
over the Christmas festivities. In England he succeeded the Abbot or Lord of 
Misrule, who, before the Reformation, as president of the festivals of Easter, 
Whitsuntide, and Christmas, directed the Mysteries and Masquerades of the 
palace. The office of Master of the Revels was made permanent by Henry 
yill.,and included the superintendence of the court festivities throughout the 
year. To him pertained the licensing of plays, and when the office was abol- 
ished at the beginning of the last century this duty was assumed hy the lord 
chamberlain, who now exercises it. 



THE GOLDEN LEGEND, 69 

•0 Who, at Life's flowing feast, proposes 
The health of absent friends, and pledges, 
Not in bright goblets crowned with roses. 
And tinkling as we touch their edges. 
But with his dismal, tinkling bell, 
SB That mocks and mimics their funeral knell J 

Crier of the Dead, 
Wake ! wake ! 
All ye that sleep ! 
Pray for the Dead ! 
Pray for the .Dead ! 
40 Prince Henry. Wake not, beloved ! be thy 
sleep 
Silent as night is, and as deep ! 
There walks a sentinel at thy gate 
Whose heart is heavy and desolate, 
And the heavings of whose bosom number 
45 The respirations of tliy slumber. 
As if some strange, mysterious fate 
Had linked two hearts in one, and mine 
Went madly wheeling about thine. 
Only with wider and wilder sweep ! 

Crier of the Dead, at a distance. 
BO Wake ! wake ! 

All ye that sleep ! 
Pray for the Dead ! 
Pray for the Dead ! 
Prince Henry. Lo ! with what depth of black- 
ness thrown 

31. Pledges. The custom of pledging, or drinking healths, is derived from 
the habits of the Danes and other Northmen, who would occasionally stab a 
person who was in the act of drinking. Consequently, people would not drink 
in company unless some one present would be their pledge or surety that they 
should come to no harm while thus engaged. 
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u Against the clouds, far up the skies 

The walls of the cathedral rise, 

Like a mysterious grove of stone, 

With fitful lights and shadows hlending. 

As from behind, the moon, ascending, 
eo Lights its dim aisles and paths unknown ! 

The wind is rising ; but the boughs 

Rise not and fall not with the wind 

That through their foliage sobs and soughs ; 

Only the cloudy rack behind, 
es Drifting onward, wild and ragged, 

Gives to each spire and buttress jagged 

A seeming motion undefined. 

Below on the square, an armed knight, 

Still as a statue and as white, 
TO Sits on his steed, and the moonbeams quiver 

Upon the points of his armor bright 

As on the ripples of a river. 

He lifts the visor from his cheek. 

And beckons, and makes as he would speak. 
Ts Walter the Minnesinger, Friend ! can you tell 
me where alight 

Thuringia's horsemen for the night ? 

67. Grove of stone. Thus the pointed or Gothic style of ftrchltectare is 
taid to have been suggesUd by the interlacing branches of the trees of the 
Teutonic forests or the sacred groves of the Celts ; the pointed arch, however, 
is of Eastern origin ; it was brought to Europe by the crusaders, and first 
used in France, and by French workmen in England and Oermany, as at 
Strasburg. It was an architectural necessity, vaults formed by the interlacing 
arcs of circles being stronger, and thus better adapted to sustidn the weight 
of the roof, than those supported by round arches, (r. Fergusson's JTw/. of 
Arch/UecturCj i.) 

69. As white. Over their armor the crusaders wore a white mantle with a 
red cross sewn upon the breast or shoulder, in imitation of the pilgrims, some 
of whom even had the sacred sign branded upon them with a hot iron ; thip, 
however, was subsequently forbidden. 

76. Thuringia. An early Gothic kingdom annexed to the Bk«nkiBh domin 
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For I have lingered in the rear, 
And wander vainly up and down. 

Prince Hsnby. I am a stranger in the town^ 
80 Aa thou art ; but the voice I hear 
Is not a stranger to mine ear. 
Thou art Walter of the Vogelweid ! 

Waltbb. Thou hast guessed rightly; and thy 
name 
Is Henry of Hoheneck ! 
ss Pbinge Henby. Ay, the same. 

Walter, embracing him. Come closer, closer 
to my side ! 
What brings thee hither ? What potent charm 
Has drawn thee from thy German farm 
Into the old Alsatian city ? 
90 Prince Henry. A tale of wonder and of pity ! 
A wretched man, almost by stealth 
Dragging my body to Salem, 
In the vain hope and search for health, 
And destined never to return. 
96 Already thou hast heard the rest. 

But what brings thee, thus armed and dight 
In the equipments of a knight ? 

Walter. Dost thou not see upon my breast 
The cross of the Crusaders shine ? 
100 My pathway leads to Palestine. 

ioDB A. D. 630 ; a medisBTal name of that part of Germany which is now Saxony 
and the Saxon duchiea. Iir aaaembling at Strasburg for the cnuade the Cter- 
man knights were assigned quarters by districts or divisions of the Empire. 

89. AUatian city. The foundation of Strasburg, the Roman Argentoratum, 
antedates authentic history. The present cathedral was built on the site of 
a Roman temple, which took the place of a Druidical grove of the first Oettio 
settlers. 

91. By tteaUh. Because banned by his sentence of excommunication. 

100. FaUsHne. Walter is on his way to join the Emperor Frederick H., 
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Fringe Henry. Ah, would that way were also 
mine! 

noble poet ! thou whose heart 
Is like a nest of singing-birds 
Rocked on the topmost bough of life, 

105 Wilt thou, too, from our sky depart. 
And in the clangor of the strife 
Mingle the music of thy words ? 

Walter. My hopes are high, my heart is proud, 
And like a trumpet long and loud, 
^- 110 Thither my thoughts all clang and ring ! 
My life is in my hand, and lo ! 

1 grasp and bend it as a bow, 

And shoot forth from its trembling string 

An arrow, that shall be, perchance, 
110 Like the arrow of the Israelite king 

Shot from the window toward the east. 

That of the Lord's deliverance ! 

Prince Henrt. My life, alas! is what thou 
seest ! 

O enviable fate ! to be 
ISO Strong, beautiful, and armed like thee 

With lyre and sword, with song and steel ; 

A hand to smite, a heart to feel ! 

Thy heart, thy hand, thy lyre, thy sword. 

Thou givest all unto thy Lord ; 

who sailed from Italy on the sixth cmaade (sometimes called the fifth) in Sep- 
tember, 1227. For the character of Frederick, v. Milman*s Ltd, Chritt. Bk. 
z. oh. 3, and Oibbon^s Decline and Fall, ch. liz. Walter was now flf ty-aeren 
years of age. 

103. Nest. Of the poets who were educated at Pembroke College, Oxford, 
Dr. Johnson once said : " Sir, we are a nest of singing-birds." 

116. Arrow. By command of Eliaha King Joash shot an arrow eastward 
from his window, " the arrow of the Lord's deliverance, and the arrow of de- 
Urenoioe from Syria." (//. Kinff$ xHL 14-17.) 
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125 While I, so mean and abject grown, 
Am thinking of myself alone. 

Walter. Be patient : Time will reinstate 
Thy health and fortunes. 

Prince Henry. 'T is too late ! 

ISO I cannot strive against my fate ! 

Walter. Come with me ; for my steed is weary ; 
Our journey has been long and dreary, 
And, dreaming of his stall, he dints 
With his impatient hoofs the flints. 

139 Prince Henry, aside. I am ashamed, in my 

disgrace, 
To look into that noble face ! 
To-morrow, Walter, let it be. 

Walter. To-morrow, at the dawn of day, 
I shall again be on my way. 

140 Come vith me to the hostelry. 
For I have many things to say. 
Our journey into Italy 
Perchance together we may make ; 
Wilt thou not do it for my sake ? 

149 Prince Henry. A sick man's pace would but 
impede 
Thine eager and impatient speed. 
Besides, my pathway leads me round 
To Hirschau, in the forest's bound. 
Where I assemble man and steed, 
190 And all things for my journey's need. 

They go out. 

148. ForesVs hound. The Black Forest, the SUva Hercynia of the Ro- 
mans, a mountainous district of Southern Gemuuay, in the present grand duchy 
of Baden and kingdom of Wurtemberg. After the eighth century more than 
ninety Benedictine abbeys were established in it. 
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LuciFEB, fiying over ike eUy. Sleep, sleep, O 
city ! till the light 

Wake 70a to sin and crime again, 

Whilst on your dreams, like dismal rain, 

I scatter downward through the night 
iM My maledictions dark and deep. 

I have more martyrs-in your walls 

Than God has ; and they cannot sleep ; 

They are my hondsmen and my thralls ; 

Their wretched lives are full of pain, 
leo Wild agonies of nerve and brain ; 

And every heart-beat, every breath, 

Is a convulsion worse than death ! 

Sleep, sleep, city ! though within 

The circuit of your walls there be 
160 No habitation free from sin. 

And all its nameless misery ; 

The aching heart, the aching head, 

Grief for the living and the dead. 

And foul corruption of the time, 
iTO Disease, distress, and want, and woe, 

And crimes, and passions that may grow 

Until they ripen into crime ! 



SQUARE IN FRONT OF THE CATHEDRAL. 

Easter I3widsi^* Friar Cxjthbert preaching to the crowd from a 
ptdpit in the open air. Prince Henry and Elsie crostdng the 
square. 

Prince Henry. This is the day, when from 
the dead 

* E(uter Sunday. The name of the feast in northern ooiintrieB is derived 
from Eostre, the Teutonic goddess of spring, in whose honor a festival ytn 
celebrated in the fourth month. In Romanic countaries it is called P&quet, 
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Oar Lord arose ; and everywhere, 
118 Out of their darkness and despair. 

Triumphant over fears and foes, 

The hearts of his disciples rose. 

When to the women, standing near, 

The Angel in shining vesture said, 
ISO " The Lord is risen ; he is not here I " 

And, mindful that the day is come. 

On all the hearths in Chi*istendom 

The fires are quenched, to he again 

Rekindled from the sun, that high 
185 Is dancing in the cloudless sky. 

PaseuOj from the Hebrew name of the Faasover festival. It was obeeired 
in the Church as early as the first century in commemoration of Christ's re»- 
iirrecti(»B, of which the Passover and the Pasdial Lamb were shadows. 

183. IHres. Fire produced by rubbing together two pieces of dry wood was 
considered sacred, and the Oreeks and Romans, as well as the Celts and some 
Christian peoples until recent times, adopted the same or a similar process in 
lighting fires connected with religious ceremonies. The Peruvian sun-wor- 
shippers collected in a c<mcave mirror the rays of that limiinaiy at their 
great solar festival in midsummer, and the purity of the Easter fire is still 
secured in Ctermany and Oreat Britain either from the consecrated Easter 
candle, or from the new and pure element produced by the priest from flint 
and steel. The tapers are relighted on Easter Eve in the Catholic Church with 
the words Lumen ChruH ! ** Light of Christ ! '* to which the priest responds, 
Deo groHas ! " Thanks be to €k)d \ " Under the early emperors business and 
public spectacles were suspended at this season for fourteen days. Jn the 
fourth century people of all ranks flocked to the churches on Easter Eve, car- 
rying lighted lamps and tapers, significant of their expectation of Christ's re- 
appearance at this time. 

185. Dancing. That the sun danced with delight at its rising on Easter 
morning is an ancient superstiti<m, of an earlier origin than the Christian fes- 
tivities of that day. Shakespeare uses the language of his time when he says 
in Coriolanus v. 4, that the trumpets, etc., ^^ make the sun dance ; " Sir John 
Suckling, in his Ballad upon a Weddingt exclaims : — 

** But O, she dances such a way ! 
No sun upon an Easter-day 
Is half so fine a sight." 

Sir Thomas Browne says ( Vulgar Errors) : "^ We shall not, I hope, dispar- 
age the resurrection of oat Redeemer if we say that the sun doth not danoe 
on Easter day." {v. Knight's J4fe o/ Shakeipeare^ 63.) 
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The churches are all decked with flowers^ 
The salutations among men 
Are but the Angel's words divine, 
^' Christ is arisen ! " and the bells 
190 Catch the glad murmur, as it swells, 
And chant together in their towers. 
All hearts are glad ; and free from care 
The faces of the people shine. ^ 

See what a crowd is in the square, 
19B Gayly and gallantly arrayed ! 

Elsie. Let us go back ; I am afraid ! 
Prince Henry. Nay, let us mount the church- 
steps here, 
Under the doorway's sacred shadow ; 
We can see all things, and be freer 
too From the crowd that madly heaves and presses ! 

Elsie. What a gay pageant ! what bright 
dresses ! 
It looks like a flower-besprinkled meadow. 
What is that yonder on the square ? 

Prince Henrt. A pulpit in the open air, 
iOD And a Friar, who is preaching to the crowd 
In a voice so deep and clear and loud. 
That, if we listen, and give heed. 
His lowest words will reach the ear. 

Friar Cuthbert, gesticulating aha cracking a 
postilion^ s whip,* What ho ! good people ! 
do you not hear ! 

186. Flowers. Hence Florida received its name, being diacovered on Easter, 
— Pascua Florida, 

189. Christ is arisen. This is still the Easter salutation in Russia. 

189. The bells. In Rome the bells are silent from eleven o^dock Maundy 
Thursday morning to the same hour on Holy Saturday, the day .before Easter. 

* The order of mendicant friars who devoted themselves particularly to 
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110 Dashing along at the top of his speed. 
Booted and spurred, on his jaded steed, 
A courier comes with words of cheer. 
Courier ! what is the news, I pray ? 
" Christ is arisen ! " Whence come you ? " From 
court." 
216 Then I do not believe it ; you say it in sport. 

Cracks his whip again. 
Ah, here comes another, riding ^s way ; 
We soon shall know what he has to say. 
Courier ! what are the tidings to-day ? 
" Christ is arisen ! " Whence come you ? " From 
town." 
MO Then I do not believe it ; away with you, clown. 

Cracks his whip more violently. 
And here comes a third, who is spurring amain ; 
What news do you bring, with your loose-hanging 
rein, 
» Your spurs wet with blood, and your bridle with 
foam? 
" Christ is arisen ! " Whence come you ? " From 
Rome." 

preaching were the Dominicans, founded by Saint Dominic in 1216. They 
wore a black cloak over a white tunic, and had a g^reat reputation as artists 
as well as jnreachers. Much of this sermon is taken literally from a discourse 
of Fra Barletta, a Dominican of the fifteenth century, who, like many other 
mendicant preachers of the Middle Ages, availed himself of story, legend, 
and jest to gain the attention of his hearers, and thus made the pulpit a source 
of entertainment. The sermon also exhibits the prevailing taste for symbol- 
ism, as in the interpretation of bell-ringing, which was derived from the 
schoolmen. Schiller introduces a similarly familiar discourse in his graphic 
picture of army life during the Thirty Years* War, Wallenstein's Camp, 
The great preachers of the Middle Ages arose in connection with the cru- 
sades. ** Preaching, as a necessary and constituent part of religious culture,** 
says Allen {The Continuity of Christian Thought^ 251), ** originated with the 
heretical sects of the twelfth century, such as the Gathari and the Waldenses. 
When its power was seen in diffusing heresy the Dominicans seized ujMn it as 
equally effective for overcoming hero^.** 
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Ah, now I believe. He is risen, indeed. 

Bide on with the news, at the top of your speed ! 
Grtat applause among the crowd. 

To come back to my text! When the news was 
first spread 

That Christ was arisen indeed from the dead, 

Very great was the joy of the angels in heaven ; 
ISO And as great the dispute as to who should carry 

The tidings thereof to the Virgin Mary, 

Pierced to the heart with sorrows seven. 

Old Father Adam was first to propose. 

As being the author of all our woes ; 
185 But he was refused, for fear, said they, 

He would stop to eat apples on the way ! 

Abel came next, but petitioned in vain, 

Because he might meet with his brother Cain ! 

Noah, too, was refused, lest his weakness for wine 
140 Should delay him at every tavern-sign ; 

And John the Baptist could not get a vote. 

On account of his old-fashioned cameFs-hair coat ; 

And the Penitent Thief, who died on the cross, 

Was reminded that all his bones were broken ! 
MB Till at last, when each in turn had spoken, 

The compaiiy being still at a loss. 

The Angel, who rolled away the stone, 

Was sent to the sepulchre, all alone, 

And filled with glory that gloomy prison, 
250 And said to the Virgin, " The Lord is arisen ! " 

232. Sorrows seven. The Seven Sorrows of the Virgin Blary were : Irt. When 
Jesos was presented in the Temple and Simeon predicted, '* Yea, a sword shaU 
pierce through thy own soul also," foretelling Christ's passion and death ; 2d. 
The Flight into Egypt ; 3d. When Christ was lost for three days at Jenufr- 
lem; 4th. When she met Glirist bearing the cross*; 5th. When she saw him 
raised upon the cross and beheld him die ; 6th. When she saw the lanoa 
pierce his side after his death ; 7th. When she saw his body laid in the tomK 
Seven joys corresp<md to these seven sorrows. 
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The Cathedral bdU Hng, 

But hark ! the bells are beginning to chime ; 

And I feel that I am growing hoarse. 

I will put an end to my discourse, 

And leave the rest for some other time. 
us For the bells themselves are the best of preachers ; 

Their brazen lips are learned teachers, 

From their pulpits of stone, in the upper air. 

Sounding aloft, without crack or flaw. 

Shriller than trumpets under the Law, 
aeo Now a sermon and now a prayer. 

The clangorous hammer is the tongue, 

This way, that way, beaten and swung. 

That from mouth of brass, as from Mouth of Gold, 

May be taught the Testaments, New and Old. 
265 And above it the great cross-beam of wood 

Representeth the Holy Rood, 

Upon which, like the bell, our hopes are hung. 

And the wheel wherewith it is swayed and rung 

Is the mind of man, that round and round 
270 Sways, and maketh the tongue to sound ! 
And the rope, with its twisted cordage three, 

Denoteth the Scriptural Trinity 

Of Morals, and Symbols, and History ; 

And the upward and downward motions show 
275 That we touch upon matters high and low ; 

And the constant change and transmutation 

266. The Holy Rood. The Rood, from an Anglo-Saxon word signifying rod 
or cro») is a representation, carved in wood or stone, of Christ hanging on the 
tree, or of the Holy Trinity. Thus the Abbey of Holyrood in Edinburgh re- 
ceived its name because a cross miraculously descended from the sky into the 
hand of David I., and put to flight a stag which was attacking him. In the 
friar's sermon Christ and the other members of the Trinity, '* our hopes,*' 
are hung from the Rood, as the bell from the oroaa-beam. 
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Of action and of contemplation, 
Downward, the; Scripture brought from on high. 
Upward, exalted again to the sky ; 
S80 Downward, the literal interpretation, 
Upward, the Vision and Mystery ! 

And now, my hearers, to make an end, 
I have only one word more to say ; 
In the church, in honor of Easter day, 
iS6 Will be represented a Miracle Flay ; 

And I hope you will all have the grace to attend. 
Christ bring us at last to his felicity ! 
Pax Yobiscum ! et Benedicite ! 

IN THE CATHEDRAL. 

Chant. Kyrie Eleison ! 
MO Christe Eleison ! 

Elsie. I am at home here in my Father's house ! 
'these paintings of the Saints upon the walls 
Have all familiar and benignant faces. 

285. Play. Miracle Plays were given on the anniversaries of the great 
heathen festivals of Eostre and Yole-tide to attempt some visible representa- 
tion of the meaning of the Easter and Christmas festivals which supplanted 
them. 

288. Benedicite. The blessing of the congregation by the priest at the con- 
closion of the office of the mass. '*In all these popular sermons," says 
Scherer, " we notice a false striving after realistic effect, much obscure learn- 
ing, and a mass of satire and anecdote, of frivolous and comic ingredients." 
{Hist, of Ger, Lit. ch. ix.) 

'*^. Kyrie Eleison, The response in the Litany, *■*■ Lord have mercy upon 
us ! Christ have mercy upon us I " Litanies, from a Greek word signifying 
supplication, were first used in processions to deprecate the divine wrath in 
times of pestilence, as when Gregory I. led the people of Rome to St. Peter's, 
and saw the archangel Michael sheathe his blood-stained sword above the 
mausoleum of Hadrian, hence called the Castle of St. Angelo. 

292. Paintings. Even before the time of Constantine the Great pictures 
representing the events related in the Scriptures had been set up in churches, 
as Gregory I. said later, " not for worship, but to instruct the minds of the ig- 
norant." Pictures were first introduced into English churches in the seventh 
century. 



THE GOLDEN LEGEND, 81 

Prince Henry. The portraits of the family of 
' God I 
S95 Thine own hereafter shall be placed among them. 
Elsie. How very grand it is and wonderful ! 
Never have I beheld a church so splendid ! 
Such columns, and such arches, and such windows, 
So many tombs and statues in the chapels, 
800 And under them so many confessionals. 

They must be for the rich. I should not like 
To tell my sins in such a church as this. 
Who built it ? 

Prince Henrt. A great master of his craft, 
S05 Erwin von Steinbach ; but not he alone, 
For many generations labored with him. 
Children that came to see these Saints in stone, 
As day by^day out of the blocks they rose, 
Grew old and died, and still the work weut on, 

295. Thine otvn. Intimating that after her death she would be canonized, 
or enrolled in the authorized Ihtt of saints and martyrs, whose pictures after- 
ward adorned the walls of churches. The first formal canonization was in- 
stituted by Leo IIL in 804, and after 1170 the right was limited to papal au- 
thority. 

299. Chapels. The religions rites of the Greeks and Romans were chiefly 
performed in the open air, and only their idols and altars needed architectural 
protection. In the colder regions of the North the Church required protection 
for the worshippers ; hence religious edifices were arranged with reference to 
this necessity. The nave was constructed in the centre for the processions 
on the occasion of gnreat solemnities ; aisles were made for the reception of the 
beholders ; choirs were set apart for the service of the priests, and chapels 
were erected around the edifice by grateful parishioners, whose tombs and 
statues gave opportunity for the display of wealth as well as of piety. 

306. E. von Steinbach. The cathedral was rebuilt at the beginning of the 
eleventh century ; part of the present nave was completed in 1275 ; the foun- 
dation of the towers was laid the next year, and from ttiat time until his death 
in 1318 Erwin von Steinbach carried out his designs, wliich were continued by 
his son, and afterward by his daughter Sabina. The spire was not completed 
until 1439. The statue of the architect was in reality carved by himself. It 
stands in the south transept near the famous clock, opposite the pillar here 
described. The connection of Sabina with the cathedral is doubtfuL 

6 
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n« And on, and on, and is not yet completed. 
The generation that succeeds our own 
Perhaps may finish it. The architect 
Built his great heart into these sculptured stones. 
And with him toiled his children, and their lives 
81ft Were huilded, with his own, into the walls, 
As offerings unto God. You see that statue 
Fixing its joyous, hut deep-wrinkled eyes 
Upon the Pillar of the Angels yonder. 
That is the image of the master, carved 
8M By the fair hand of his own child, Sahina. 

EiiSiE. How heautiful is the column that he looks 

at! 
Prince Henrt. That, too, she sculptured. At 
the hase of it 
Stand the Evangelists ; ahove their heads ' 
Four Angels hlowing upon marhle trumpets, 
490 And over them the hlessed Christ, surrounded 
By his attendant ministers, upholding 
The instruments of his passion. 

Elsie. O my Lord ! 

Would I could leave behind me upon earth 
330 Some monument to thy glory, such as this ! 

Prince Henrt. A greater monument than this 
thou leavest 
In thine own life, all purity and love I 
See, too, the Hose, above the western portal 

833. The Rose. The beautiful circular window of painted glass, called Roee 
or Marigold from its shape and the richness and variel^ of its hues, in the 
west front of this cathedral, is forty-three feet in diameter, and, with the 
other glass, is the work of the fifteenth century. Such windows are marked 
features of the richest period of Gothic arohitactuie. 

" And the great Rose upon its leaves displays 
Christ's triumph, and the angelic roundelays.*' 

Longfellow : Sonnet V. — On TrandaHng Dante* 
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Resplendent with a thousand gorgeous colors, 
336 The perfect flower of Gothic loveliness ! 

Elsie. And, in the gallery, the long line of 
statues, 
Christ with his twelve Apostles watching us ! 

A Bishop in armor, hooted and spurred, passes with his train.* 

Prince Henry. But come away ; we have not 
time to look. 
The crowd already fill the church, and yonder 
S40 Upon a stage, a herald with a trumpet, 
Clad like the Angel Gahriel, proclaims 
The Mystery that will now he represented. 

* Fighting prelates were not uncommon in the Middle Ages, when many of 
them were princes as well as ecclesiastics. A certidn Bishop of Durham de- 
fended his episcopal authority with arms. The Bishop of Norwich, temp, 
Richard 11., routed Wat Tyler's insurgents in the field, and then confessed and 
absolved them as he hurried them to the gibbet. He afterward engaged in 
armed quarrels upon the continent. Peter Damian^ complained of bishops 
who rode attended by troops of soldiers, " girt about with armed men, like a 
heathen general I " (v. Stephen's Essays in Eccles. Biog.^ — Hildebrand, 
16.) 

341. Gabriel, the second in rank among the archangels. Is always repre> 
sented as a messenger bearing important tidings, as to the Virgin Mary, his 
salutation forming the Ave Maria of the Catholic rosary, (v. Sacred and Le^ 
gend. Art, i. 118.) The Jews believed him to be chief of the angelic guards 
and keeper of the celestial treasury. The Mohammedans call him their p»- 
teon saint, as the Prophet considered him his inspiring angeL 

2AlL Mystery. A distinction existed between Mysteries and Moralities. The 
Mysterium was derived from the Bible, and was the visible representation of 
the incarnation and redemption ; the Moralities were allegorical representa- 
tions of virtue and vice. They were sometimes united, as in the first scene of 
this play, where the Four Virtues appear with Mercy and Wisdom. In Eag- 
land the Moralities gradually superseded the Scriptural or legendary charao- 
ters, and are frequently alluded to by Shakespeare, (v. Twelfth Night, iv. 1 ; 
I. Henry IV. IL 4 ; //. Henry IV. iu. 2 ; jiichard III. iii. 1 ; Hamlet, iiL 4.) 
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THE NATIVITY. 

A MISACLE-PLAY.^ 

INTROITUa 

Prjbgo. Come, good people, aH and eacb. 
Come and listen to our speech ! 
S46 In your presence here I stand. 
With a trumpet in mj hand, 
To announce the £a8ter Play, 
Which we represent to-day ! 
First of all we shall rehearse, 
. t60 In our action and our verse, 
The Nativity of our Lord, 
As written in the old record 
Of the Protevangelion, 
So that he who reads may run ! 

Blows his trumpet, 

* Ifirade-plays began to be given in France in the eleventh century, in Eng- 
land and Germany about 1190, and so on to the fourteenth century. The first 
plays in Germany were written by a nun, Boswitha of Ganderaheiin. At first 
the interior of the church was the scene of these representations, as here, 
but later the stage was set up in the open air. The Passion Flays arose from 
the custom of reading aloud during Passion Week the Gospel account of the 
sufferings of Christ, and assigning to different persons the dial<^ues of the 
narrative, (v. Hase, Miracle Plays tmd Sacred Dramas.) 

843. Pngco. It was the duty of the herald not only to introduce the play 
by a prol(^ie, but also to present the actors to the audience with a simple de- 
scription of the action. 

853. Protevangelion, The second of the apocryphal gospels, containing an 
historical account of the birth of Christ, was ascribed to St. James the Les& 
The allusions to it in the ancient Fathers are numerous, especially concerning 
the age of Joseph at the time of his espousal to Mary. 

354. Bun, (v. Habaikuk iL 2.) Often quoted : " He who runs may read." 
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L HEAVEN. 

sw Mercy, (U the feet of God. Have pity, Lord! 
be not afraid 
To save mankind, whom thon hast made, 
Nor let the souls that were betrayed 
Perish eternally ! 

Justice. It cannot be, it most not be ! 
»«o When in the garden placed by thee, 
The fruit of the forbidden tree 
He ate, and he must die ! 
Mebct. Have pity. Lord ! let penitence 
Atone for disobedience, 
S6B Nor let the fruit of man's offence 
Be endless misery ! 

Justice. What penitence proportionate 
Can e'er be felt for sin so great ? 
Of the forbidden fruit he ate, 
STO And damned must he be ! 

God. He shall be saved, if that within 
The bounds of earth one free from sin 
Be found, who for his kith and kin 
Will suffer martyrdom. 
37B The Four Virtues. Lord ! we have searched 
the world around, 
From centre to the utmost bound. 
But no such mortal can be found ; 
Despairing, back we come. 
Wisdom. No mortal, but a Grod made man, 

876. Four Virtue. Pradence, Jiurtice, Temperance, Fortitude. They were 
CftUed the "cardinal yirtues," because the Christian character is supported by 
them as by a hinge {eardo). Personified they formed the second choir of the 
second hierarchy of spiritual beii^;8, — ^Dominions, Virtues, Powers. 
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tso Can ever carry oat this plan. 
Achieving what none other can. 
Salvation unto all ! 
GrOD. Go, then, O my beloved Son I 
It can by thee alone be done ; 
tw By thee the victory shall be won 
O'er Satan and the Fall ! 

Here the Anoel Gabriel shall leave Paradise and fly towards the 
Earth; the Jaws of Hell open below,* and the Devils walk abovtf 
making a great noise, 

n. MARY AT THE WEULt 

Maby. Along the garden walk, and thence 
Through the wicket in the garden fence, 

I steal with quiet pace, 
MO My pitcher at the well to fill, 
That lies so deep and cool and still 

In this sequestered place. 

These sycamores keep guard around ; 
I see no face, I hear no sound, 
MB Save bubblings of the spring, 

* A stage of three stories was often erected, the topmost representing Par- 
adise (hence in Germany this word is used for the upper gallery of a theatre, 
englicS^ **the Gods") ; on the middle stage was the Earth ; below were the 
"Jaws of Hell," sometimes represented by the opening and shutting of the 
mouth of an enormous dragon. Goethe introduces the Jaws of Hell in the 
stage machinery of the second part of Faust (V.). 

t {v. Protevangaion, !x.) All the scenes of this Miracle Play in which the 
eyents differ from the narrative of the Evangelists are taken literally from 
tlie Protevangelion and the First and Second Gospels of the Infancy of Christ 
fai the Apocryphal Neio Testament. 

393. Sycamores. The qrcamore was brought into EurojM by the crusaders, 
and became a favorite tree because sacred to the Madonna, from the legend 
that a grove of them sprang up miraculously to refresh the Holy Family oa 
the Flight into Egypt. 
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And my companions, who within 
The threads of gold and scarlet spin, 
And at their labor sing. 

The Angel Gabbiel. Hail, Virgin Mary, full 
of grace! 
Here Maby looketh around her, trembling, and then saith : ^ 

«oo Mary. Who is it speaketh in this place. 
With such a gentle voice ? 
Gabbiel. The Lord of heaven is with thee 
now! 
Blessed among all women thou. 
Who art his holy choice ! 
405 Maby, setting dawn the pitcher. What can this 
mean ? No one is near, 
And yet, such sacred words I hear, * 
I aknost fear to stay. 
Here the Anoel, appearing to her, shall say 

Gabriel. Fear not, O Mary ! but believe ! 
For thou, a Virgin, shalt conceive 
«io A child this very day. 

Fear not, O Mary ! from the sky 
The majesty of the Most High 

Shall overshadow thee ! 

Maby. Behold the handmaid of the Lord ! 
«i» According to thy holy word. 

So be it unto me ! 

Here the Devils shall again make a great noise, under the 

stage. 

399. Full of grace. A tranaUtion of the words of the Catholic rosuy, -• 
Ave Maria gratia plena I 
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m. THE ANGELS OF THE SEVEN PLANETS,* 

BEABING THE STAB OF BETHLEHEM. 

The Anoels. The Angels of the Phmets Seven, 
Across the shining fields of heaven 

The natal star we hring ! 
«!• Dropping oar sevenfold virtaes down. 
As priceless jewels in the crown 

Of Christ, our new-horn King. 

Raphael. I am the Angel of the Sun, 
Whose flaming wheels hegan to run 
429 When 6od*s almighty hreath 
Said to the darkness and the Night, 
Let there be light ! and there was light ! 

I brin^the gift of Faith. 

Onafiel. I am the Angel of the Moon, 
4S0 Darkened, to be rekindled soon 

Beneath the azure cope ! 

* Seven angeln are the regents of the seven planets, to which seven virtues 
conespond, generally the following: HumiUty, liberality, Chastity, Meek- 
ness, Temx>erance, Brotherly Love, Diligence. The medifleval theory of the 
connection between angels and planets ruled by them was derived through rab- 
binical traditions from writers of those oriental nations who were the first to 
develop the idea of angels and to study the stars. Raphael painted angels as 
regents of the planets in the church of St. Maria del Pop<do in Borne. 

423. Raphael* The third archai^l, protector of the young and innocent, 
the patron saiAt of travellers (v. Book o/ Totii) ; *^ the sociable spirit," sent to 
Adam and Eve. (r. Par. Loit, Bk. v. ; Sacred and Legend. Art, 1. 126.) 

4t2S. Sun. All systems of astronomy, until the adoption of the Copemican, 
included the sun and moon among the planets. Thus Milton makes Adam, 
in his morning hymn, address the sun, moon, and *' ye five other wandering 
fires.** Par. Loslj iv. In the Talmud a special angel was assigned to every 
star and to every element, and the idea of this connection, and of the influ- 
ence of stars upmi human destiny, was common throughout the Middle Ages. 

429. Onafiel., The seven angels are elsewhere given as Baphael, Michael^V ^ 
^ Gabriel, Uriel,'* %ho taught Esdras, Chemuel, who wrestled with Jacob, Za \\ 
^^ * phiel, who drove Adam and Eve out of Paradise, and Zad kiel, who stayed ^e^ ' 
\r hand of Abraham when about to slay Isaac (v. Stanley*s peetmre* on the (^^ 
Jewish Church, ch. zlv.) . , . . i 

b 
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Nearest to earth, it is my ray 
That best illumes the midnight way. 
I bring the gift of Hope ! 
435 Anael. The Angel of the Star of Loye, 
The Eveniiig Star, that shines above 

The place where lovers be, 
Above all happy hearths and homes, 
On roofs of thatch, or golden domes, 
4*0 I give him Charity ! 

ZoBiAGHEL. The Planet Jupiter is mine ! 
The mightiest star of all that shine, 

Except the sun alone ! 
He is the High Priest of the Dove, 
MB And sends, from his great throne above, 
Justice, that shall atone ! 
/ Michael. The Planet Mercury, whose place 
Is nearest to the sun in space, 
Is my allotted sphere! 
4B0 And with celestial ardor swift 
I bear upon my hands the gift 
Of heavenly Prudence here ! 
Uriel. I am the Minister of Mars, 
The strongest star among the stars f 
«5 My songs of power prelude 

The march and battle of man's life, 
And for the suffering and the strife, 
I give him Fortitude ! 

444. He is the High Priest. According to Aristotle {de CodOj iL 2), the 
heavenly spheres have a soul or life, including in themselves a motive power ; 
they have intellectual faculties and volition, and a number of purely spiritual 
beings exist, corresponding to the number of spheres. These beings are the 
causes of the eadstence and motion of the spheres, and derive their existence 
directly or indirectly from the First Cause. Philosophers following Aristotle 
held that the world is governed by influences emanating from the spheres, and 
that the latter comprehend and have knowledge of the things which they in- 
fluence. 
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Obifel. The Angel of the utteimosk 
«•• Of all the shining, heavenly host, 

From the far-off expanse 
Of the Saturnian, endless space 
I bring the last, the crowning grace. 

The gift of Temperance I 

A iudden light shines from the windows of the stable in the village 

behw,* 



IV. THE WISE MEN OF THE EAST.t 

TTie stable of the Inn, The Virgik and Child. Three Gypsy 
Kings, Gaspab, Melchiob, and Belshazzab, diall come in. | 

M5 Gaspab. Hail to thee, Jesus of Nazareth ! 
Though in a manger thou draw breath, 
Thou art greater than Life and Death, 

Greater than Joy or Woe ! 
This cross upon the line of life 

* This acene has taken place fan the uppennost story of the stage, and the 
light below shines in the second story. 

t Called Magi, from a Persian word signifying priest, a sacred caste of the 
Medo-Persians, who later practised divination and other oocnlt sciences, but 
originally superintended eversrthing that regarded the higher culture of the 
people. For this scene, v. First Infancy of Chrid^ ill. 

X When the Adoration of the Mi^ had become, under monkish influences, 
one of the most popular legends of the Middle Ages, the wise men were rep- 
resented as kii^ : Caspar of Tarsus, the land of merchants ; Melchior of Arabia 
and Nubia ; and Belahaisar, or Balthasar, of Saba, the land of spices and pre- 
cious gems. The Empress Helena removed their remains from the far East to 
Constantinople. During the first crusade they were carried from the mosque 
of St. Sophia to Milan, and, when Frederick Barbarossa took the city in 1164, 
he gave them to the archbishop of Cologne, in the cathedral of which city 
their skulls, adorned with precious stones, may still be seen. But three 
kings were worshipped in Germany long before the story of the journey of 
the Magi became attached to Eastern monarchs, and the ** Three Kings of 
Cologne " were probably the three greater Teutonic divinities, Odin, Thoiv 
and Tyr. (v. Keary's Outlines^ 382.) 

460. Cross. For the legend that, on the arrival of the Holy Family in 
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470 Portendeth struggle, toil, and strife. 
And throagh a region with peril rife 
In darkness shalt tbou go ! 
Melchiob. Hail to thee, King of Jerusalem ! 
Though humbly born in Bethlehem, 
«T9 A sceptre and a diadem 

Await thy brow and hand ! 
The sceptre is a simple reed, 
The crown will make thy temples bleed, 
And in thy hour of greatest need, 
MO Abashed thy subjects stand ! 

Belshazzab. Hail to thee, Christ of Christen- 
dom! 
O'er all the earth thy kingdom come I 
From distant Trebizond to Home 
Thy name shall men adore ! 
485 Peace and good-will among all men, 
The Virgin hw returned again, 
Returned the old Saturnian reign 
And Golden Age once more. 

Egypt, a gypsy womaii foretold the life and passion of Christ by the lines on 
his hand, v. Legends oj the MadonrtOy 2G0. 

483. Trebizond. An important sea-port of Auatio Turkey oit the Black 
Sea, erUrep&t of the trade of Armenia and Northern Persia with Europe. 
Tradition says that the Magi returned by sea to their homes, for fear of 
Herod ; that they never resumed their royal state, but preached Christ and 
ultimately suffered martyrdom. 

487. Saturnian. Satumus was a fabulous god or king of Italy, who intro- 
duced agriculture, and from whom the country received the name of Satur- 
nia, from «ero, satum^ ** to sow,** the land of plenty. During his reign Italy 
enjoyed her golden age, which disappeared with him. From his withdrawal 
comes the seccmd name, Latium, from laterey " to lie hid.** The Boman festi- 
val of the Saturnalia celebrated the memory of the founder of agriculture. 

488. Golden Age. That which Italy enjoyed under Saturn is therefore the 
best 9ig6. Hesiod names five : the Golden or patriarchal, under Saturn ; the 
Silver or voluptuous, under Jupiter; the Bronze or warlike, under Neptune ; 
the Heroic or renaissant, under Mars ; the Iron, the present age, under Pluto* 
Aocording to Lucretius there were three ages, of Stone, Bronze, and Iron. 
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The Child Christ.* Jesus, the Son of God, 
am I, 
MO Bom here to suffer and to die 
According to the prophecy, 
That other men may live ! 
The Vibgin. And now these clothes, that 
wrapped him, take 
And keep them precious, for his sake ; 
4t9 Our benediction thus we make, 
Nau^t else have we to give, f 
She gives them swaddling-dotheSy atutthey depart 



V. THE FUGHT into EGYPT. | 

Here ahallJoBEPB. come in, leading an ass, on which are seated Maby 

and the Child. 

Mary. Here will we rest us, under these 
O'erhanging branches of the trees. 
Where robins chant their Litanies 
900 And canticles of joy. 

Joseph. My saddle-girths have given way 
With trudging through the heat to-day ; 
To you I think it is but play 

To ride and hold the boy. 
909 Mary. Hark ! how the robins shout and sing. 
As if to hail their infant King ! 

* That Christ spoke to the ICagi from the mtnger prophesying his death is 
an old tradition founded on the First Infancy o/ Christ, L 8. 

t The gifts of the Magi were gold, as an emblem of royalty ; franUnoense, 
in token of Christ's divinity ; and myrrh, in prophetic allusion to his persecu- 
tion and death. In return Christ gave them charity and spiritual riches for 
gold ; perfect faith for their faicense ; and truth and meekness of q»iiit fot 
the myrrh. The Virgin gave them Um Infant's swaddling dottiea. 

t V. First In/ancy o/ Christy iv. 
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I will alight at yonder spring 

To wash his little coat. 

Joseph. And I will hobble well the asSy 

910 Lest, being loose upon the grass, 

He should escape ; for, by the mass, 

He 's nimble as a goat. 

Hert Mabt shaU alight and go to the spring. 

Mart. O Joseph ! I am much afraid, 

For men are sleeping in the shade ; 

51B I fear that we shall be waylaid. 

And robbed and beaten sore ! 

Here a hand of robbers shall he seen sleeping, two of whom shaU rise 

and come forward.* 

DuMACHUS. Cock's soul ! deliver up your gold ! 
Joseph. I pray you, Sirs, let go your hold ! 
You see that I am weaR and old, 
930 Of wealth I have no store. 

DuMACHiTS. Give up your money ! 
Titus. Prithee cease. 

Let these good people go in peace. 

DuMACHUS. First let them pay for their re- 
lease, 
989 And then go on their way. 

Trrus. These forty groats I give in fee, 
If thod wilt only silent be. 

Mary. May God be merciful to thee 
Upon the Judgment Day ! 
930 Jesus. When thirty years shall have gone by, 
I at Jerusalem shall die, 

• V. First Infancy oj Christy viii. 1-7. 

519. (Hd, Tradition derived from the Apocryphal New Testament repre- 
fentM Joseph as a widower when he espoused Mary. In early art he is very 
old; later painters make him of middle age. (v. Legend, and Myth, Art, 
162.) 
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By Jewish hands exalted high 

On the accursed tree. 
Then on my right and mj left side, 
■18 These thieves shall hoth he cmcifiedy 
And Titus thenceforth shall abide 
In paradise with me. 

Bert a great rumor of trumpets and horses, like the noise of a king 
with his armg^ and the robbers shall take flight. 

VI. THE SLAUGHTER OF THE INNOCENTS.* 

King Hebod. Potzrtausend ! Himmel-sacrar 
ment! 
FUled am I with great wonderment 
640 At this unwelcome news ! 

Am I not Herod ? Who shall dare 
My crown to take, my sceptre bear. 
As king among the Jews ? 

Here he shall stride up and down and flourish his sword, f 
What ho ! I fain would drink a can 
84B Of the strong wine of Canaan ! 

636. Titus is considered by the Catholic Chnrch the first Christian martyr, 
and is represented in art with the palm, the aymbol of martjrrdom ; his festi- 
val occurs on Innocents* Day, Dec. 28. -^ 

* This was a frequent subject of medieeyal IfysterioB. The Holy Innocents, 
although unconscious for whose sake they died, have always been considered 
martyrs. There are no pictures of them in Italian churches prerions to the 
latter half of the fifteenth century. After that time, however, such groups 
became common as altar-pieces, because foundling hospitals were then estab- 
lished throughout the country, and the churches c(mnected with them were 
naturally decorated with this subject. Innocents' Day was considered in Eng> 
land, from the horror caused by the martyrdom, one of the most unlucky days 
of the year. To marry on Childermas, as the festival was called, was particu- 
larly inauspicioui*. 

t In the old Miracle-Flays Herod was a favorite personage, and was repre- 
sented as a tyrant of a very overbearing character. Thus Hamlet (iii. 2) says 
that an actor who " tears a passion to tatters " " out-Herods Herod.** This 
character of a swaggering, uproarious tyrant, is maintained in the English 
Towneley and Chester Miracle Plays. 
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The wine of Kelbon bring 
I purchased at the P^air of Tjrre, 
As red as blood, as hot as fire, 

And fit for any king ! 

He quaffs great gotlets ofwine^ 

660 Now at the window will I stand, 

While in the street the armed band 
The little children slay : 

The babe just born in Bethlehem 

Will surely slaughtered be with them, 
666 Nor live another day ! 

Here a voice of lamentation shall be heard in the street, 

Rachel. O wicked king! O cruel speed ! 
To do this most unrighteous 'deed ! 

My children all are slain ! 

Herod. Ho seneschal ! another cup ! 
660 With wine of Sorek fill it up ! 

I would a bumper drain ! 

Rahab. May maledictions fall and blast 
Thyself and lineage, to the last 

Of all thy kith and kin ! 
666 Herod. Another goblet ! quick ! and stir 
Pomegranate juice and drops of myrrh 

And calamus therein ! 

M6. Helbon. A village near Damaacus, in a country rich in vines and fig- 
trees, (v. Ezekiel xxvii. 18.) 

660. Sorek, A valley near Oaza. The word in Hebrew means a partic- 
ularly choice vine, bearing a grape of dusky color, with a rich, purple juice. 

56G. Myrrh. Othello (v. 2) speaks of myrrh, a transparent gum-resin, of 
amber color, and bitter, pungent taste, which exudes from the bark of a tree 
in Abyssinia and Arabia: — 

" Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinal gum.'* 

667. Calamus. Sweet-fli^, a root of pungent, aromatic taste. The leaves 
have a similar odor, and were used to strew on floors, hi place of mahea. 
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Soldiers, in th^ street. Give up diy child into 
our hands 1 
It is King Herod who commands 
STO That he should thus he slain ! 

The Nubsb Medusa. O monstrous men ! What 
have ye done ! 
It is King Herod's only son 
That ye have cleft in twain ! 
Hebod. Ah, luckless day! What words of fear 
979 Are these that smite upon my ear 
With such a doleful sound I 
What torments rack my heart and head I 
Would I were dead ! would I were dead, 
And buried in the ground I 

He folia down and writhes as though eaten by worms. Hell opens, 
and Satait and Astaboth * come/orthf and drag him down. 



VII. JESUS AT PLAY WITH HIS SCHOOLMATES.! 

980 Jesus. The shower is over. Let us play, 
And make some sparrows out of clay, 
Down by the river's side. 

672. Son. Five days before his death Herod ordered the execution of hit 
Bon Antipater, which probably gave riae to the tradition that one of his own 
children perished at Bethlehem. Antipater was then forty years of age. 

* Also called Astarte ; a Phoenician goddess of sensual delights, like Aph* 
rodite, Mylitta of Babylon, and Cybele of Phrygia. As gods and goddesses 
who once ruled oy«r the great phenomena of nature found a refuge in the 
heavenly bodies on losing their mythological divinity, Astaroth came to be, 
like Diana and Isis, identified with the moon, as Baal, the other great Syrian 
divinity, represented the sun. 

" And moonM Astaroth, 
Heaven's queen and mother both.*' 

Maton's Ode to the NaHvity. 

t V. Ffnt Infancy €tf ChriH, zv. 1-7, ziz. 16-21, and Second Infancy^ L 2-lQ 
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JuDAJSU See how the stream has overflowed 
Its banks, and o'er the meadow road 
980 Is spreading far and wide ! 

They draw water out of the river by channels, and form little pools, 
Jbsus makes twelve sparrows of day, and the other hoys do the 
same. 

Jesus. Look ! look ! how prettily I make 

These little sparrows by the lake 

Bend down their necks and drink ! 

Now will I make them sing and soar 

690 So far, they shall return no more 

Unto this river's brink. 

Judas. That canst thou not! They are but 

dav. 

They cannot sing, nor fly away 

Above the meadow lands ! 

595 Jesus. Fly, fly I ye sparrows ! you are free ! 

And while you live, remember me. 

Who made you with my hands. 

Here Jesxts shall dap his hands, and the sparrows shall fly away, 

chirruping. * 

Judas. Thou art a sorcerer, I know ; 
Oft has my mother told me so, 
600 I will not play with thee ! 

He strikes Jbsus on the right side, t 
Jesus. Ah, Judas ! thou hast smote my side. 
And when I shall be crucified, 
There shall I pierced b^ ! 

Here Joseph shall come in and say : 

Joseph. Ye wicked boys ! why do ye play, 
600 And break the holy Sabbath day ? 

• First Infancy of Christ, xix. 19. 
t First Infancy of Christ, xiv. 4-10. 

7 
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Wha4^ think ye, will your mothers say 

To see you in such plight ! 
In such a sweat and such a heat. 
With all that mud upon your feet ! 
610 There 's not a beggar in the street 
Makes such a sorry sight ! 



Vm. THE VILLAGE SCHOOL.* 

Tkt Rabbi Ben Israel, t with a long beard, sitting on a high stools 

with a rod in his hand. 

^( ' Rabbi. I am the Rabbi Ben Israel, 

Throughout this village known fuU well. 
And, as my scholars all will tell, 
^u Learned in things divine ; 

The Cabala and Talmud hoar 

• r. First Infancy of Chriti, xx. 

t The rabbis were the teachers of the Jewish people.^ It was required thafc 
« child should begin to leam the law by heart at five years of uige. In school 
the pupils sat on benches or on the floor, the rabbi on a raised seat, called the 
** Seat of Moses." The form of teaching was by question and answer, as here. 
As Icnowledge of the law was traditional, teacher and scholar alike depended 
upon memory. To forget a word once learned was an unpardonable crime on 
the part of the pupiL 

616. Cabala. A coUecticm of doctrine given to the Hebrews by oral tradi- 
tion from God to Moses, hence to Aaron, and so on, and serving as an inter- 
l^tation of the Iiidden sense of Scripture. As every Hebrew letter represents 
« number, each word has a numerical value, and tor it any other word can be 
substituted having the same value. This sjrstem opened the door to an im- 
bounded mysticism, as a secret meaning was attributed to every word of Scrip- 
ture, to which the Gabalists alone had the key. Their books date from the 
ninth to the fourteenth centuries a. d., and combine the teachings of the Tal- 
mud with the Alexandrian or Neo-FIatonic philosophy. 

616. Talmud. The body of Hebrew laws, traditions, and explanations of 
duty, derived from Scripture or tradition. Its compilation began with the 
return of the Jews from the Babylonian captivity, and was carried on. by the 
scribes until 200 b. a It consists of two parts, of which the first, the Mishna, 
is the text, and the second, the Gemara, a commentary upon it. {v. LitUWt 
Living AgCf xcvi 18, and cxlii. 195.) 



THE GOLDEN LEGEND. 99 

Than all the prophets prize I more. 
For water is aU Bible lore, 
Bat Mishna is strong wine. 

My fame extends from West to East, 
And always, at the Porim feast, 
I am as drunk as any beast 

That wallows in his sty ; 
The wine it so elateth me, 
619 That I no difference can see 

Between ^ Accarsed Haman be I " 

And ^^ Blessed be Mordecai ! ** 

Come hither, Judas Iscariot ; 
Say, if thy lesson thou hast got 
6to From the Rabbinical Book or not. 
Why howl the dogs at night ? 
Judas. In the Rabbinical Book, it saith 
The dogs howl, when with icy breath 
Great Sammael, the Angel of Death, 
639 Takes through the town his flight ! 

619. Wine. Some rabbis said that the Bible was like water, the Mishna 
like wine, and the Gtomara like q>iced wine. 

621. Purim. A Persian word, meaning lot; hence the Feast of Lots, instil 
tated to commemorate the defiTerance of the Jews from the FPiyThfnM'*^"^ of 
Haman. At this feast the entire book of Esther was read to keep alive .the 
memory of the great event. At every mention of the name of Haman the 
children raised cries of anger, while the dders stamped on the floor, imprecat- 
ing the curse : ** Let his name be blotted out. The name of t^e wicked sliall 
perish." (v. Stanley's Jewish Churchy ch. xlv.) '' tt ^ 'J . * 

627. Mordecai. The Gemara directs Jews to become so intoxicated on this 
feast that they cannot perceive the difference between " Blessed be Mordecai 1 " 
and " Cursed be Haman I " 

634. Samma'il. The Hebrew Evil Spirit, the Serpent, and, by derivation, the 
Angel of Death, corresponding to the Teutonic Wild Huntsman. (f>. CoA* 
way's Demonology^ part iv. ch. 12, 22, 26.) The name reappears in the 6«iw 
man Zamiel, the Black Huntsman, who Is present at the casting of the magic 
bullet, acoompanied by his aerial cavalcade, as in the opera of Ber FreitchUU, 
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Rabbi. Well, boy ! now say, if tkoa art wise, 
When the Angel of Deaths who is full of eyes. 
Comes where a sick man dying lies, 
What doth he to the wight ? 
«io JuBAS. He stands beside him, dark and tall, 

Holding a sword, from which doth fall 
Into his mouth a drop of gall. 

And so he tumeth white. 
Rabbi. And now, my Judas, say to me 
•« What the great Voices Four may be. 
That quite across the world do flee. 
And are not heard by men F-^ 
Judas. The Voice of the Sun in heaven^s 
dome, 
The Voice of the Murmuring of Rome, 
MO The Voice of a Soul that goeth home. 
And the Angel of the Rain 1 
Rabbi. Right are thine answers every one ! 
Now little Jesus, the carpenter's son, 
Let us see how thy task is done, 
655 Canst thou thy letters say ? 

The rabbis taught that the howling of dogs indicated tiie approach of the An- 
gel of I>eath. This BuiMrstitioDf which still exists in England, also comes from 
the Romans (v. Virgil's Oeorgicsj i. 70), and from tlie Aryan mythology, which 
represents a dog as summoning the departing souL It was an omen of misfor- 
tune as well as of death, (v. ///. Henry VI, y. 6.) 

637. The Angel of Death is represented in the Talmud as standing at the head 
of the dying man, with a drawn sword in his hand, <m the point of which is a 
drop of gall. When the dying man sees it he shudders and opens his mouth, 
into which the drop falls. He then dies and turns pale, and when the soul, after 
flying around the body for three days, sees the face changed, it goes away. In 
other legends Asrael presents a cup containing gall ; hence the symbolical use 
of the word " cup " for death {St. Matt. xxvi. 39), and the expression " to 
taste of death." 

645. Voices Four. The Tdmud teaches that there are three voices that 
can be heard frotn <me end of the world to the other, — the -voice of the sun as 
he rolls in his orbit, the hum and din of the city of Rome, and the cry of the 
soul as it leaves the body. The rabbis, however, prayed for mercy on the 
soul, and this voice has ceased. 
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Jesus. Aleph. 

Babbi. What next ? Do not stop yet ! 

Go on with all the alphabet. 
Come, Aleph, Beth ; dost thou forget ? 
••0 Cock's soul ! thou 'dst rather play ! 

Jesus. What Aleph means I fain would know, 
Before I any farther go i 

Babbi. O, by Saint Peter ! wouldst thou so ? 

Come hither, boy, to me. 
665 As surely as the letter Jod 

Once cried aloud, and spake to God, 
So surely shalt thou feel this rod, 

And punished shalt thou be ! 

Here Rabbi Ben Israel shall lift up his rod to sfriJfcetTESus, and 

his right arm shaU he paralyzed. 



IX. CROWNED WITH FLOWERS.* 

Jbsus sitting among his playmates crowned with flowers as their 

King, 

Boys. We spread our garments on the 
ground ! 
670 With fragrant flowers thy head is crowned, 

656. Aleph^ the first letter of the Hebrew alphabet, means an ox or bullock, 
because its form in the ancient Phoenician alphabet bore a rude likeness to the 
head of that animaL As a numeral its value is one, and the Cabalists taught 
that it denoted the Spirit of God. 

665. Jod. The tenth and smallest letter of the Hebrew alphabet, corre- 
sponding to the Greek iota; as in St. Matthew v. 18, where it represents the 
smallest possible comparison. The legend relates that the letter Jod (Tod) 
cried to God because it was so small that it feared it would be lost or over- 
looked. The Apocryphal New Tetta^nent represents the child Jesus explain- 
ing to the rabbi the meaning of the letters, (v. First and Second Infancy oj 
Christ.) 

* V. First Infancy of Christy xviii. 
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While like a gaard we stand around. 

And hail thee as our King ! 
Thou art die new King of the Jews ! 
Nor let the passers-by refuse 
•Ti To bring that homage which men use 

To majesty to bring. 

Here a traveiler shall go &y, and the hoys shall lay hold of his gar~ 

ments and say : 

Boys. Come hither ! and all reyerence pay 
Unto our monarch, crowned to-day! 
Then go rejoicing on your way, 
•so In aU prosperity ! 

Trayelleb. Hail to the King of Bethlehem, 
Who weareth in his diadem 
The yellow crocus for the gem 
Of his authority ! 
Hep€isses hy ; and others come in, bearing on a litter a sick child, 

•81 Boys. Set down the litter and draw near ! 

The King of Bethlehem is here ! 
What ails the child, who seems to fear 
That we shall do him harm ? 
The Bearebs. He climbed up to the robin's 
nest, 
•to And out there darted, from his rest, 
A serpent with a crimson crest. 
And stung him in the arm. 
Jesus. Bring him to^ me, and let me feel 
The wounded place ; lay touch can heal 
•o« The sting of serpents, and can steal 
The poison from the bite I 
He touches the ufound^ and the hoy begins to ery» 
Cease to lament ! I can foresee 
That thou hereafter known shalt bev 
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Among the men who follow me, 
TM As Simon the Ganaanite ! 



EPILOGUE. 

In the after part of the day 
Will be represented another play, 
Of the Passion of oar Blessed Lord, 
Beginning directly after Nones ! 
TO0 At the close of which we shall accord, 
By way of benison and reward, 
The sight of a holy Martyr's' bones ! 

^* ' 

IV. 

THE ROAD TO HIRSCHAU. 
PsiNOB Henby and Elsie, with their attendants^ on horsebcuJs. 

Elsie. Onward and onward the highway rims to 
the distant city, impatiently bearing 
Tidings of human joy and disaster, of love and of 
hate, of doing and daring ! 

703. Passion. Pasafon-idaTS and Easter-plays were sometimes united Into 
one,_eztending from the Baptism of Christ to the Outpouring ot the Holy 
Spirit. In the fifteenth century these plays often attained a length of S,000 
lines ; they went on for three or four days, and as many as three himdred peo- 
ple took part in them : as in that of Ober-Ammergau, one of the few surriTors 
of medisBval realism. 

,704. Nones. The fifth canonical hour, about three o^clock in the afternoon. 

707. Martyr'a hones. The crusaders and pilgrims had brought home great 
nmmbers of sacred relics and the bones of martyred saints, and so great was - 
the faith of the Middle Ages that there was scarcely a town that could not 
■how some relic that had cored the sick, or some image that had opened and 
diut its eyes, like that of Benevento. («. p. 159.) The shrine of a noted saint 
was often placed in the Presbytery, behind the high altar, where, as well as in 
the choir aisles, were frequently set up the monnments of ecclesftasties and 
distfanguiabed benefactoxa. 
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P&mcE Hbnby. This life of onrs is a wild seolian 
harp of many a joyous strain. 
But under them all there runs a loud perpetual wail, 
as of souls in pain. 
6 Elsie. Faith alone can interpret life, and the 
heart that aches and hleeds with the stigma 
Of pain, alone hears the likeness of Christ, and can 
comprehend its dark enigma. 
Pren^ge Henby. Man is selfish, and seeketh 
pleasure with little care of what may hetide 
Else why am I travelling here heside thee, a demon 
that rides hy an angel's side ? 
Elsie. All the hedges are white with dust, and 
the great dog under the creaking wain 
10 Hangs his head in the lazy heat, while onward the 
horses toil and strain. 
Pbikce Henby. Now they stop at the wayside 
inn, and the wagoner laughs with the landlord's 
daughter, 
While out of the dripping trough the horses distend 
their leathern sides with water. 
Elsie. All through life there are wayside inns, 
where man may refresh his soul with love ; 
Even the lowest may quench his thirst at rivulets fed 
by springs from above. 
15 Pbince Henky. Yonder, where rises the cross 
of stone, our journey along the highway ends, 

6. Christ, An allusion to the legend of the handkerchief or ntdarium of St. 
Veronica, which received the impreaaion of the Savioar's &ce. (v. Baring- 
Ooald*8 Lives qf the Saints, July, 287.) 

15. Cross, Often set up and still seen in Europe where ways meet or wher- 
ever the attention of the traveller would be arrested ; as Wynken de Worde 
said in 1496 ; " For this reason ben Crosses by ye waye, that whan f(dke pass- 
ynge see the Crosses, they sholde thynke on Hym that deyed on ye Crosse, 
and worshyppe Hym above all thynge." The modem sign-post has taken the 
shape and place of the cross. 
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And over the fields, by a bridle path, down into the 
broad green valley descends. 
Elsie. I am not sorry to leave behind the beaten 
road with its dust and heat ; 
The air will be sweeter far, and the turf will be 
softer under oui* horses' feet. 
They turn down a green lane, 

Elsie. Sweet is the air with the budding haws, 
and the valley stretching for miles below 
80 Is white with blossoming cherry-trees, as if just 
covered with lightest snow. 
Prince Henry. Over our heads a white cascade 
is gleaming against the distant hill ; 
We cannot hear it, nor see it move, but it hangs like 
a banner when winds are still. 
Elsie. Damp and cool is this deep ravine, and 
cool the sound of the brook by our side ! 
What is this castle that rises above us, and lords it 
over a land so wide ? 
M Prince BDenry. It is the home of the Counts of 
Calva ; well have I known these scenes of old, 
Well I remember each tower and turret, remember 
the brooklet, the wood, and the wold. 
Elsie. Hark I from the little village below us the 
bells of the church are ringing for rain ! 
Priests and peasants in long procession come forth 
and kneel on the arid plain. 
Prince Henry. They have not long to wait, for 
I see in the south uprising a little cloud, 

27. Rain. It was belioTed that rain was under the control of the beneficent 
spirits, while storm and thunder, hail and lightning, were subject to maleyo- 
lent demons, in the midst of which they hurried through the air, as in the 
Prologue. Thus Lucifer appears to Prince Henry in a flash of lightning {v. 
p. -13) ; and thunder is called " the DeTiPs own and only prayer." (p. 116.) 
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Its beard of cobwebs, long and hoar, 
Trailing and 'sweeping along the floor, 
75 Like Barbarossa, who sits in his cave, 
Taciturn, sombre, sedate, and grave, 
Till his beard has grown through the table of stone ! 
It is of the quick and not of the dead ! 
In its veins the blood is hot and red, 

80 And a heart still beats in those ribs of oak 
That time may have tamed, but has not broke I 
It comes from Bacharach on the Rhine, 

Is one of the three best kinds of wine. 
And costs some hundred florins the ohm ; 

81 But that I do not consider dear, 
When I remember that every year 
Four butts are sent to the Pope of Rome. 
And whenever a goblet thereof I drain, 

75. Barbarossa. The legend of enchanted sleep was really believed of Fred- 
erick II., dying in Italy, far away from his northern subjects, who thought 
that he would come again at the head of an army to reform the Church. Un- 
til then, however, he was supposed to sleep in the K3rffh£user cave, or in the 
Untersberg near Balzburg, sittii^ at a atone table which his beard envelope. 
If any one approaches him he asks if the ravens are still flying round the 
mountain. If so he must sleep another hundred years. It was not till much 
later that the sleeping emperor was supposed to be Frederick Barbarossa. 
The ravens connect him with Odin, whose two ravens, Hugin and Munin 
(Thought and Memory), constantly accompanied him, and whispered in his ear 
words of counsel (v. Keary*8 Outlines^ 489.) 

82. .Bacharach. The name is slightly altered from Boecfti-aro, " the altar 
of Bacchus," applied to a rock in the bed of the Rhine, opposite the town, 
usually covered with water, but in very dry seasons appearing above the sur- 
face, when a good vintage is thereby predicted. To the sixteenth century 
Bacharach was one of the greatest wine marts on the river. 

84. Florin. The present florin is worth about fifty cents, but in the Middle 
Ages its value was at least five times as great. It was so called from Florence, 
where it was first coined, as the ducat, the first gold coin of Italy, from the 
dukes of Milan. The ohm is a German measure, containing a tierce, or forty 
gallons. A tun of the wine of Bacharach was annually sent to Pope Pius EL 
(1405-1464), who under a previous pontificate had been nuncio to €termany. 
The town of Nuremberg purchased its freedom by a yearly tribute cA four tons 
of the same wine to the Emperor Wenceshis (1361-1419). 
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The old rhyme keeps ranning in my brain : 
BO At Bacharach on the Rhine, 

At Hochheim on the Main, 
And at Wiirzburg on the Stein, 
Grow the three best kinds of wine ! 

They are all good wines, and better far 
BB Than those of the Neckar, or those of the Ahr. 

In particular, Wiirzburg well may boast 

Of its blessed wine of the Holy Ghost, 

Which of all wines I like the most. 

This I shall draw for the Abbot's drinking, 
100 Who seems to be much of my way of thinking. 

FilU a flagon. 

Ah ! how the streamlet laughs and sings ! 

What a delicious fragrance springs 

From the deep flagon, while it fills, 

As of hyacinths and daffodils ! 
105 Between this cask and the Abbot's lips 

Many have been the sips and slips ; 

Many have been the draughts of wine, 

On their way to his, that have stopped at mine ; 

And many a time my soul has hankered 
110 For a deep draught out of his silver tankard. 

When it should have been busy with other affairs, 

89. Oid rhyme. It first appeared in the MusikalUche KurzweU^ of Na- 
remberg, 1623 : — 

** Zu Klingenberg am Main, 
Zu Wiirzburg an dem Stein, 
Zu Bacharach am Rhein, 
Hab* ich in meinen Tagen 
Ckur oftmals hOren ai^n, 
Soll^n sein die beaten Wein\" 
91. Hochheim. From Hochheim, near the Main, comes the wine which 
formerly gave a name to all Rhine wine, — hock. Steinwein, even now called 
*< Holy ObOBt*8 wine,** is grown on the steep vineyards above WUnbnrg. Vide 
also note on p. 1961 
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Less with its longings and more with its prayers. 
Bat now there is no such awkward condition. 
No danger of death and eternal perdition ; 
110 So here 's to the Abbot and Brothers all, 

Who dwell in this convent of Peter and Paul ! . 

He drinks. 

O cordial delicious ! O soother of pain ! 

It flashes like sunshine into my brain ! 

A benison rest on the Bishop who sends 
ISO Such a f udder of wine as this to his fi'iends ! 

And now a flagon for such as may ask 

A draught from the noble Bacharach cask, 

And I will be gone, though I know fall well 

The cellar \s a cheerfuller place than the celL 
186 Behold where he stands, all sound and good, 

Brown and old in his oaken hood ; 

Silent he seems externally 

As any Carthusian monk may be ; 

116. Peter and Paul. Dedicated to these saints. A conyent is the name 
ai^lied to the body of individuals who composed a religious community. Tlieso 
were the cloister monks, lay and clerical ; the professed brethren, who were 
also lay and clerical ; the clerics, the novices, and the servants and artisans. 
The whole convent was under the government of tiie abbot, who was bound 
to govern according to the rule of the order. 

120. Fudder. English fodder, from the German /uder, a measure for wine, 
containing six ohms. 

124. CeU. Nothing was more characteristic of medisBval churchmen than 
the habit of makiug puns, even on serious subjects, as Gregory the Great's 
Nan Angli sed Angeli, and several others, given in Freeman's Old English 
History, 44. The Dominicans were often painted as black and white dogs, 
domini canes, " the Lord's watch-dogs,'* as they loved to be called. 

128. Carthusian. The Carthusian order, a reformed branch of the Benedic- 
tines, was founded by St. Bruno in 1084 at Chartreux, near Grenoble, in 
France (in Italian Certosa : English, The Charter-house), the parent house be- 
ing called la grande Chartreuse, giving its name to the liqueur distilled by the 
monks from plants, of which they alone have the secret. Their rule was the 
most severe of any ; the monks fasted eight months of the year ; flesh was 
forbidden at all times ; they ate but one meal a day, separately and in dlence, 
except on certain festivals ; and ccmversation was allowed but once a week. 
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But within, what a spirit of deep unrest ! 
130 What a seething and simmering in his breast ! 
As if the heaving of his great heart 
Would burst his belt of oak apart ! 
Let me unloose this button of wood, 
And quiet a little his turbulent mood. 

Sets it running, 
135 See ! how its currents gleam and shine, 

As if they had caught the purple hues 

Of autumn sunsets on the Rhine, 

Descending and mingling with the dews ; 

Or as if the grapes were stained with the blood 
140 Of the innocent boy, who,, some years back, 

Was 'taken and crucified by the Jews, 

In that ancient town of Bacharach ; 

Perdition upon those infidel Jews, 

In that ancient town of Bacharach ! 
145 The beautiful town, that gives us wine 

With the fragrant odor of Muscadine ! * 

I should deem it wrong to let this pass 

Without first touching my lips to the glass. 

For here in the midst of the current I stand, 
150 Like the stone Pfalz in the midst of the river, 

They were the flrat apd greatest horticulturists of Europe, and on this account 
the parent house was spared from confiscation by the French government in 
1880. 

140. Boy. In 1286 a boy named Werner was said to have been crucified 
by Jews in Oberwesel, on the Rhine. His body miraculously ascended the 
•tream to Bacharach, where it was buried, and a church named St. Wemer^s 
was built in 1293, in commemoration of the canonized victim. As similar 
stories are told of other localities, as Gloucester and Lincoln in England, they 
were probably invented to palliate the universal persecution of the Jews pre- 
vious to the fifteanth century. 

150. Pfalz, A small hexagonal castle on a rock In the Rhine, opposite 
Caub, below Bacharach, built by Louis the Bavarian about the beginning of 
ttie thirteenth century, as a toU-houae for wracting tribute from passing ve» 

* Vide page 195. 
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Taking toll upon either hand, 

And much more grateful to the giver. 

He drinks. 

Here, now, is a very inferior kind, 

Such as in any town you may find, 
iM Such as one might imagine would suit 

The rascal who drank wine out* of a boot. 

And, after all, it was not a crime, 

For he won thereby Dorf Huffelsheim. 

A jolly old toper ! who at a pull 
160 Could drink a postilion's jack-boot full, 

And ask with a laugh, when that was done, 

If the fellow had left the other one ! 

This wine is as good as we can afford 

To the friars, who sit at the lower board, 
166 And cannot distinguish bad from good. 

And are far better off than if they could, 

Being rather the rude disciples of beer 

Than of anything more reiined and dear ! 

Fills the other flagon and departs, / 

aels. Under the castle, Vhich is only accessible by a portcullis several feet 
above the rock, are dungeons in which state-prisonerti were confined. 

158. HuffeUheim. The hero of this legend was Boos von Waldeck, wbo 
won the village of HiifFelsheim, as described, from the Counts of the Rhine, 
the ruins of whose castle, Rheingrafenstein, may still be seen on the Nahe, 
above Kreuznach, not far from Bingen. The story has been versified by 
Gustav Pfarrius, Der Trunk atu dem Stiefel. {v. Echtemayer's AuswafU Deut- 
scher Gedichte, 108 ; also. The RhinCj from its Source to the Sea, 210.) 

164. Friars, Abbot William of Hirschau was the first In Germany to join 
to his congregation neophytes without any clerical character, called lay broth- 
ers, to whom were assigned functions connected with secular life and the 
mechanical arts ; they were the tailors, shoemakers, and carpenters of the ab- 
beys, but wore the monastic dress. Others were employed in building, clear- 
ing forests, and tending the sick in the monastic infirmaries, and wore their 
secular dress. 
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THE SCRIPTORIUM.* 

Friab PAdFicns transcribing and illuminating, 

Friab Pacifigus. It is growing dark ! Yet one 
line more, 
170 And then my work for to-day is o'er. 
I come again to the name of the Lord ! 
Ere I that awful name record, 
That is spoken so lightly among men, 
Let me pause awhile, and wash lay pen ; 
ITS Pure from blemish and blot must it be 
When it writes that word of mystery 

Thus have I labored on and on, 
Nearly through the Gospel of John. 
Can it be that from the lips 

180 Of this same gentle Evangelist, 

That Christ himself perhaps has kissed. 

Came the dread Apocalypse ! 

It has a very awful look. 

As it stands there at the end of the book, 

181 Like the sun in an eclipse. 

* The Scriptorium was a large room in monasteries, particnlarly those of the 
Benedictine order, devoted to tiie transcription and illmnination of manuscript 
books. 'SmaU rooms or cells were also occupied for this purpose by monks 
who were considered to deserve the privilege. In France, 40,000 copyists were 
at work in the monasteries during the twelfth oentiuy. {v. Maitland's Dark 
Agesi 404.) 

174. Pen, Transcription was performed with a reed shaped into a pen. 
Quill pens were in use before the seventh century, when they are first men- 
tioned, by St. Isidore of Seville, and even metal pens were not unknown to the 
Romans. 

176. Mystery, The Hebrews, either by a false interpretation of texts, as 
Exodus z. 7, and LevU. zziv. 16, or followii^ some andent superstition, re. 
garded the name of Jehovah as too sacred to be uttered. They therefore sob* 
itituted for it in reading the sacred text the word Adonai, Lord. 

8 
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Ah me ! when I think of that vision divine^ 
Think of writing it, line hy line, 
I stand in awe of the terrible corse. 
Like the tramp of doom, in the closing verse I 
xfo God forgive me ! if ever I 

Take aught from the book of that Prophecy, 
Lest my part too should be taken away 
From the Book of Life on the Judgment Day* 

This is well written, though I say it ! 

191 I should not be afraid to display it, 
In open day, on the selfsame shelf 
With the writings of Saint Thecla herselt. 
Or of Theodosius, who of old 
Wrote the Gospels in letters of gold I 

MO That goodly folio standing yonder, 
Without a single blot or blunder, 
Would not bear away the palm from mine. 
If we should compare them line for line. 

There, now, is an initial letter ! 
«•• Saint Ulric himself never made a better ! 
Finished down to the leaf and the snail, 

197. St. Thecla, The first female martyr of the Oreek Church, jMraecnted 
lor her devotion to St PauL Her history is told in the i^pocrsrphal gospel of 
St. Paui md Thecla. 

198. Theodosius. Theodorius 11., emperor cS. the East (a. d. 401-450), was 
called the Calligrapher, from his taste for illumination, and the third of that 
name, here referred to, reigned one year, 717, and retired to a monastery at 
Ephesos, where he spent the rest of his life writing the Gospels in golden let- 
ters and ornamenting them with paintings. 

205. St. Ulric. A Bavarian of high rank, who became a monk of Clmiy in 
France ; celebrated for his gift of instruction and consolation, and was con- 
stantly employed in founding monasteries ; a friend of Abbot William of 
Hirschau, whom he visited, and for whom he wrote two books on the dis(^ 
pUne of Cluny, which was a niona of the Benedictine rule ; died 1093. 
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Down to the eyes on the peacock's tail I 

And now, as I turn the volame over, 

And see what lies between cover and cover, 
810 What treasures of art these pages hold, 

All ablaze with crimson and gold, 

God forgive me ! I seem to feel 

A certain satisfaction steal 

Into my heart, and into my brain, 
su As if my talent had not lain 

Wrapped in a napkin, and all in vain. 

Tes, I might almost say to the Lord, 

Here is a copy of thy Word, 

Written out with much toil and pain ; 
aao Take it, O Lord, and let it be 

As something I have done for tiiee ! * 

He looks from the window. 
How sweet the air is ! How fair the scene ! 
I wish I had as lovely a green 
To paint my landscapes and my leaves I 
aa5 How the swallows twitter under the eaves I 

* Such sentences were often written at the close of their work by monlddi 
copyists, with others " expressing joy, humility, remorse ; entreating the read- 
er's prayers and pardon for the writer's eins ; and sometimes pronouncing a 
malediction <m any one who should steal the book." (Author's note.) 

226. SxcaUows. " Sometimes the copyist's work," says Gutts, in Scenes and 
Characters of the Middle Ages, '* was carried on in the cloister, which, being 
glazed, would be a very comfortable place in summer, with its coolness and 
quiet, and the peep through its windows on the green court and the fountun 
in the centre, and the g^y walls of the monastic buOdings beyond." Copying 
was often a i>enitential exercise however, as the monks worked in silence and 
without a fire, even amid intense cold, {v, Maitland's Dark Ages, 404.) The 
art of illumination, or of painting on manuscript, is of Egyptian origin, and 
was known to the Greeks and Romans, the rescripts of the Roman emperor* 
being traced in gold and silver letters on sheets of purple color. When the 
embellishments of illuminated capital letters, designs, and arabesques, led to 
the introduction of painting upon manuscripts, two artists were generally em- 
ployed on the same work, the scribe and the painter. After the establishment 
of the Christian religion the art of illumination was used exclusively for th« 
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There, now, there is one in her nest ; 
I can just catch a glimpse of her head and hreast. 
And will sketch her thus, in her quiet nook, 
For the margin of my Grospel hook. 

He makes a sketch. 
ISO I can see no more. Through the valley yonder 

A shower is passing ; I hear the thunder 

Mutter its curses in the air, 

The Devil's own and only prayer ! 

The dusty road is hrown with rain, 
SB5 And, speeding on with might and main, 

Hitherward rides a gallant train. 

They do not parley, they cannot wait. 

But hurry in at the convent gate. 

What a fair lady ! and heside her 
MO What a handsome, graceful, noble rider! 

Now she gives him her hand to alight ; 

They will beg a shelter for the night. 

I will go down to the corridor. 

And try to see that face once more ; 
MB It will do for the face of some beautiful Saint, 

Or for one of the Maries I shall paint. 

Goes out. 

Scriptures, the writings of tiie Fsthen, and liturgioal worics, and was intro- 
dnoed to Western monasteries by the anchorites of the East. Italian paint- 
cia, like Cimabne, Giotto, and 1^ Angelico, were distinguished illuminators, 
and the perfection of the art was contemporary with tiuit of painting in 
generaL For facHdmUes of illuminated manuscripts, v. Lacroix, Le Mayen 
Affe,iL 
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THE CLOLSTERa* 
The Abbot Ebmestus pacing to andfrtki 

Abbot. Slowly, slowly up the wall 

Steals the sunshine, steals the shade ; 

Evening damps hegin to fall, 
260 Evening shadows are displayed. 

Round me, o'er me, everywhere. 

All the sky is grand with clouds, 

And athwart the evening air 

Wheel the swallows home in crowds. 
•56 Shafts of sunshine from the west 

Paint the dusky windows red ; 

Darker shadows, deeper rest, 

Underneath and overhead. 

Darker, darker, and more wan, 
SCO In my hreast the shadows fall ; 

Upward steals the life of man, 

As the sunshine from the walL 

From the wall into the sky, 

* The doUter court was a quadrangular space of greensward, around which 
were arranged the monastic buildings, the church, the chapter-house, the xe- 
fectorjr, and the dormitory. It generally had a covered walk around its four 
sides, with an open arcade on the Ada huAag the court The blank wall op- 
posite was sometimes painted with Scriptural or historical scenes. This walk 
was not merely a promenade for the monks ; it was the place in which the 
convent assembled regularly everyday, at certain hours, for study and medita- 
tion. 

t The abbot did not live in common with his monks ; he had a separate estab* 
llshment within the monastic precincts, sometimes over the entrance gate, 
ffis duty was set to the monks an example of observance of the rule and to 
punish breaches of it; to attend the services in tiie church when not pre- 
vented by other duties ; to preach on holy days to the people ; and to act as 
confessor to the monks, with the care of the property and estates of the 
abbey. His ordinary habit was the same as that of his monks. In processions 
he held his crosier, and wore, if he were a mitred abbot, his mitre. The ab- 
bots of the greater houses were i>owerful noblemen, and in England were mem- 
bers of the House of Lords until the abolition of m(niasteries by Henry VIIL 



118 LONGFELLOW. 

From the roof along the spire ; 
M5 Ah, the souls of those that die 
Are hut snnheams lifted higher. 

EfOesr Pbingb Hbkkt. 
Fringe Henby. Christ is arisen ! 
Abbot. Amen I he is arisen ! 

His peace he with you ! 
•Td Pbince Henby. Here it reigns forever ! 

The peace of God, that passeth understanding, 
Reigns in these cloisters and these corridors. 
Are yon Ernestns, Ahhot of the convent ? 
Abbot. I am. 
tn Pbince Henby. And I Prince Henry of Hohe- 
neck. 
Who crave your hospitality to-night. 
Abbot. You are thrice welcome to our humhle 
waUs. 
You do us honor ; and we shaU requite it, 
I fear, hut poorly, entertaining you 
tso With Paschal eggs, and our poor convent wine, 
The remnants of our Easter holidays. 

267. Arisen, The Easter salutation is used durinig tiie Octave of Baster» 
Munetimes called Easter-tide. Secular and sacred labor occupy aeyen dajji» 
on the eighth the Lord arose ; hence the octave, or period of eight days, was 
applied to the solemnities of religions festivals. 

276. HospikUUy. The usual regulation in convents was that the abbot 
■hould entertain the guests of gentle degree, while the cmivent received aU 
others who might apply. The abbot's house was erected wherever was most 
convenient in the abbey enclosure. That at Fountains, in England, had a hall 
170 feet long by 70 feet wide, and one abbot is known to have given a feast to 
three or four thousand people at once. 

280. Paschal eggs. The Jews used eggs in the Fsssover, and the Peraiaiis 
fa keeping the solar festival in March made presents of colored eggs. From 
a Christian point of view eggs are emblemaUo of the resurrection and the 
future life. They were painted red or yellow in derivation from the pagan 
llres, which were lighted in honor of the sun, and kept burning all night on 
the great festivals in the spring, midsummer, and at Yule-tide. 
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Pbinge Henry. How fares it with the holy monks 
of Hirschau ?. 
Are all things well with them ? 
Abbot. All things are well. . 

SM Pbince Henry. A noble convent 1 I have known 
it long 
By the report of travellers. I now see 
Their commendations lag behind the trath. 
Yon lie here in the valley of the Nagold 
As in a nest : and the still river, gliding 
S90 Along its bed, is like an admonition 

How all things pass. Your lands are rich and ample. 
And your revenues large. God's benediction 
Rests on your convent. 
Abbot. By our charities 

196 We strive to merit it. Our Lord and Master, 
When he departed, left us in his will. 
As our best legacy on earth, the poor ! 
These we have always with us ; had we not. 
Our hearts would grow as hard as are these stones. 
800 Prince Henry. If I remember right, the Counts 
of Calva 
Founded your convent. 

289. NuL The orders of the Benedietiiie ftmily preferred sites as seduded 
and remote from towns as posaihle, and it was the general custom in the 
Middle Ages to choose low and sheltered spots for habitations that were not 
intended for strongholds. To the monks the neighborhood of a stream, as 
here, was oil special importance, supplying fish for the table and water>power 
for their milL The vaUey, also, supported their flocks and cattle. 

292. Reetnuet, From the eighth to the thirteenth century almost aU the 
monastexiea of Europe were founded by noblee, who endowed them with huqge 
grants of land, often as acts of penitence ; so that in the eleventh century one 
half of the lands and wealth of Germany was in the hands of churchmen. 
(Bryoe's Holy £cman Empire, 128.) 

297. The poor. At Hirschau 200 persons were daily fed at the doors; <m 
certain festivals 900 received assistance. At Cluny 17|000 poor were annually 
fed. 
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Abbot. £yen as you say. 

Pbincb Hbnby. And, if I err not, it is very old.* 

Abbot. Within these cloisters lie already buried 
MO Twelve holy Abbots. Underneath the flags 
On which we stand, the Abbot William lies, 
Of blessed memory. 

Pbince Henby. And whose tomb is that, 
Which bears the brass escutcheon ? 
ai« Abbot. A benefactor's. 

Conrad, a Coimt of Calva, he who stood 
Godfather to our bells. , 

Pbixce Henby. Yoar monks are learned 

And holy men, I trust. 
S15 Abbot. There are among them 

Learned and holy men. Yet in this age 
We need another Hildebrand, to shake 
And purify us like a mighty wind. 

* The abbey was then about 400 years old. After falling into decay it was 
restored in the eleventh century at the command 61 a German pope, Leo IX., 
by his nephew, Adelbert, Count of GalTa, who ended his life there as a monk. 
In the thirteenth century a decUne began, from which it did not reooyer. 

304. Buried. The monks were sometimes buried in the cloister, either under 
the turf in the open square, or beneath the pavement of the walk. 

906. Abbot William. During the twenty'two years of his rule, from 1069 to 
1091, he revived the order of St. Benedict, then almost fallen into ruin in Oer- 
many, founded twenty-three monasteries, and restored more tlian seventy 
others, to which he sent many <A the volumes c<^ied at Hirschau. He sup- 
ported Gregory YII. in his struggle with the German emperor, and took an 
active part in the ecclesiastical controversies of the day. He was also a ▼O' 
luminous writer on music, philosophy, and science. 

812. God/aiher, The godfather, or sponsor, was often the donor, as prob- 
ably in this case. 8o great was their regard for bells that, besides their other 
occupations, monks often cast those that were to be hung in the towers of 
their abbejrs. 

317. Hildebrand. Gregory YII., pope from 1073 to 1086. He reformed 
many of the abuses of the Church, enforced the celibacy of the clergy, hum- 
bled tJie German emperor, Henry lY., but was finally obliged to leave Borne, 
and died at Salerno, (v. Sir James Stephen's Euay* m Eecletia^ical Btog- 
ropAsr* ~ Hildebrand ; and Milman's Lot. Christ. iiL Bk. 7.) 
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The world is wicked, and Bometimes I wonder 

S20 God does not lose his patience with it wholly, 
And shatter it like glass I Even here, at times. 
Within these walls, where all should be at peace, 
I have my trials, ' Time has laid his hand 
Upon my heart, gently, not smiting it, 

326 But as a harper lays his open palm 
Upon his harp, to deaden its vibrationsJ 
Ashes are on my head, and on my lips 
Sackcloth, and in my breast a heaviness 
And weariness of life, that makes me ready 

S30 To say to the dead Abbots under us, 

" Make room for me ! " j^Only I see the dusk 
Of evening twilight coming, and have not 
Completed half my task ; and so at times 
The thought of my short-comings in this life 

836 Falls like a shadow on the life to cornel] 

Prince Henry. We mlbt all die, and not the old 
alone; 
The young have no exemption from that doom. 
Abbot. Ah, yes ! the young may die, but the old 
must! 
That is the difference* 

840 Prince Henry. I have heard much laud 

Of your transcribei-s. Your Scriptorium 

328. Sackcloth. From the earliest times sackcloth and ashes have been 
marks of mourning and penitence, aa in the case of Job (xyi. 15), and the King 
of Nineveh {Jonah iii. 6), who coTered himself with sackcloth and sat in 
ashes. Ash Wednesday is so called because in the early Church on that day 
ashes were thrown upon the penitents clothed in sackcloth, whose sins had 
debarred them from a participation in her services. The ashes were ob- 
tained from burning the palms consecrated the previous year on Palm Sunday. 

341. Scriptorium. There were one hundred and fifty monks at Hirschan, 
of whom twelve were expert copyists, the abbot himself sometimes taking his 
place in the Scriptorium, where the text was read aloud. Not oaSf sacred 
books but the classic authors were copied in the Scriptoria, and thus pre* 
served. 
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Ib famous among all ; your manuscripts 
Praised for their beauty and their excellence. 
Abbot. That is indeed our boast. If you desire it, 
Bw You shall behold these treasures. And meanwhile 
Shall the Ref ectorarius bestow 
Your horses and attendants for the night 
The^ go in. The Vesper-bell ringe, 

THE CHAPEL. 

Fe^WTf ; * after which the monks retire, a eherister leading an old 

monk who is blind. 

Prince Henby. They are all gone, save one 
who lingers. 

Absorbed in deep and silent prayer. 
SBo As if his heart could find no rest, 

At times he beats his heaving breast 

With clenched and «^nvulsiye fingers, 

Then lifts them trembling in the air. 

A chorister, with golden hair, 
S99 Guides hitherward his heavy pace. 

Can it be so ? Or does my sight 

Deceive me in the uncertain light ? 

Ah no ! I recognize that face. 

Though Time has touched it in his flight, 
SCO And changed the auburn hair to white. 

It is Count Hugo of the Rhine, 

346. JRe/ectoraritu. The official here mentioiied was called in EngHah the 
HoepitaUer, who perf onned the duties of hospitality on. behalf of the establiah- 
ment, saw to the accommodation of the guests who belonged to the convent, 
introduced into the refectory ntrange priests or others who had leave to dine 
there, and ushered guests of high degree to the abbot. 

* The seventh canonical hour ci the monastic day, about six o'clock in the 



evenin«|^ 
. 861. Tou 



otmi o/ the JRhine {Rheingrc^f)^ one of the famOy occupying the 
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The deadliest foe of all our race, 
And hateful unto me and mine ! 

The Blind Monk. Who is it that doth stand so 
near 
8«6 His whispered words I almost hear ? 

Prince Henby. I am Prince Henry of Hohe- 
necky 
And you, Count Hugo of the Rhine ! 
I know you, and I see the scar, 
The hrand upon your forehead, shine 
STO And redden like a haleful star ! 

The Bund Monk. Count Hugo once, hut now 
the wreck 
Of what I was. Q Hoheneck ! 
The passionate will, the pride, the wrath 
That hore me headlong on my path, 
S79 Stumhled and staggered into fear, 
And failed me in my mad career, 
As a tired steed some evil-doer. 
Alone upon a desolate moor, 
Bewildered, lost, deserted, hlind, 
sso And hearing loud and close hehind 
The overtaking steps of his pursuer. 
Then suddenly from the dark there came 
A voice that called me hy my name. 
And said to me, ^^ Kneel down and pray ! " 
SS6 And so my terror passed away, 

caatle of Rheingrafenateiii, not far from Yantsberg. (v. p. 112, n.) The hi»> 
toiian of Hinohau speaka of the nobles and peasants who were to be found 
there, as in other religious houses, without distinction ; the former often to 
atone for the faults of youth or the barbarous abuse of power. It became 
necessary to enlai^ the monastic buildings in order to lodge them. The more 
illustrious thefar birth, the lowlier were the services they wished to render to 
the community, " so that in the monasteries," says a chronicler, " one saw 
oounts cooking in the kitchen, and margrayes taking the pigs out to feed.'* 



\ 
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Passed utterly away forever. 

Contrition, penitence, remorse, 

Came on me, with o'erwhelming force ; 

A hope, a longing, an endeavor, 
s9o|By days of penance and nights of prayer, 

To frustrate and defeat despair !j 

Calm, deep, and still is now my heart. 

With tranquil waters overflowed ; 

A lake whose unseen fountains start, 
895 Where once the hot volcano glowed. 

And you, O Prince of Hoheneck ! 

Have known me in that earlier time, 

A man of violence and crime. 

Whose passions hrooked no eurh nor check. 
400 Behold me now, in gentler mood, 

One of this holy brotherhood. 

Give me your hand ; here let me kneel ; 

Make your reproaches sharp as steel ; 

Spurn me, and smite me on each cheek ; 
MB No violence can harm the meek. 

There is no wound Christ cannot heal ! 

Yes ; lift your princely hand, and take 

Revenge, if 't is revenge you seek ; 

Then pardon me, for Jesus' sake ! 
410 Prince Hkxry. Arise, Count Hugo ! let there be 

No farther strife nor enmity 

Between us twain ; we both have erred ! 

Too rash in act, too wroth in word. 

From the beginning have we stood 
415 In fierce, defiant attitude, 

Each thoughtless of the other's right, 

And each reliant on his might. 

But now our souls are more subdued ; 
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The hand of God, and not in vain, 
430 Has touched us with the fire of pain. 
Let us kneel down, and side by side 
Pray, till our souls are purified, 
And pardon will not be denied ! 

They kneel, 

THE REFECTORY. 

Gaudidum of Monks at midnight.* Lugifeb disguised as a 

Friar, 

Friar Paul sings, f 
Ave ! color vini clari, 
4SD Dulcis potus, non amari, 

Tua nos inebriari 
Digneris potentia ! 
Friar Cuthbbrt. Not so much noise, my worthy 
freres, 
You '11 disturb the Abbot at his prayers. 

Friar Paul sings. 
430 O ! quam placens in colore ! 

O ! quam fragrans in odore ! 
O ! quam sapidum in ore ! 
Dulce linguae vinculum I 
Friar Cuthbert. I should think your tongue had 
broken its chain 1 

• "I have endeavored to show in it " (the Golden Legend)^ says Longfellow 
in a letter, 1852, " that through the darkness and corruption of the Middle 
Ages ran a bright, deep stream of Faith, strong enough for all the exigencies 
of life and death. In order to do this, I had to introduce some portion of this 
darkness and corruption as a background." (Samuel Longfellow*s Hfe qf 
Longfellow J ii. 214.) ^ 

t In imitation of mediaeval Latin poetry. " It is worthy of observation 
how, during the Middle. Ages, rhyme sought to penetrate and make a place for 
itself everywhere." (Introduction to Trenches Sacred Latin Poetry, where 
the development of mediaeval Latin poetry is fully treated. ) Its chief charao* 
terisUc was the substitution of accent for quantity, with the addition of 
rhyme. F(nr translation of the Latin Terses, vide p. 196. 
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FsiAS Paul sings. 
«• Felix Tenter qnem intrabis ! 

Felix g^ttur qaod ligabis ! 
Felix 08 quod ta layabis ! 
£t beata labia I 
Friab Cuthbert. Peace ! I say, peace ! 
4M Will 70a n^ver cease ! 

Yon will rouse up the Ablmt, I tell yon again ! 
Fbiab John. No danger ! to-night he will let ns 
alone, 
As I happen to know he has guests of his own. 
Friab Cuthbert. Who are they ? 
MS Friar John. A German Prince and his train, 

Who arrived here jnst before the rain. 
There is with him a damsel iaxr to see. 
As slender and g^racefol as a reed ! 
When she alighted from her steed, 
«M It seemed like a blossom blown from a tree. 

Friar Cxtthbert. None of yonr pale-&eed girls 
for me ! 
None of yonr damsels of high degree ! 
Friar John. Come, old fellow, drink down, to 
your peg ! 
But do not drink any farther, I beg ! * 

Friar Paul sings. 
4M In the days of gold, 

The days of old, 
Crosier of wood 
And bishop of gold ! 
Friar Cuthbert. What an infernal racket and 
riot ! 

* BecaaM according to the rule he would thfsn be obUged to drink 9fpSM^ 
which Friar John thinks unneceaaazy. 
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MO Can yoQ not drink your wine in qaiet ? 
Why fill the convent with such scandals, 
As if we were so many drunken Vandals ? 
Friab Paul corvtirvaes. 
Now we have changed 
That law so good, 
4«5 To crosier of gold 

And bishop of wood ! 
Fbiar Cuthbebt. Well, then, since yon are in the 
mood 
To give your noisy humors vent, 
Sing and howl to your heart's content I 

Chorus of Monks. 
470 Funde vinum, funde ! 

Tanquam sint fiuminis and®, - 
Nee quaeras unde, 
Sed fundas semper abunde ! 
Friar John. What is the name of yonder friar, 
475 With an eye that glows like a coal of fire, 
And such a black mass of tangled hair ? 

462. Vandals. Of all the hordes that laid waste the Roman Empire, the 
Vandals alone made their very name a synonym of wanton devastation. Frey- 
tag, however (Bilder atu der deuischen Vergangenheit, i. ch. 2), thinks Uiat 
their bad reputation is probably undeserved, and due, not more to the rapac- 
ity of their leaders and their failure to permanently establish themselves, than 
to their stout adhesion to the Arian heresy, the hatred of the orthodox Chris- 
tians towards the Arians being greater than that of the same Christians to- 
wards the heathen. All the great Germanic raqes which derived their Chris- 
tianity from the Eastern Empire, the Goths, Vandals, Heruli, Lombards, were 
converted by Arian missionaries ; the Franks, from their connection with the 
Roman pontiff, were baptized into the orthodox faith. Most of the former 
races wavered between Arianism and orthodoxy ; the Vandals and Ostrogoths, 
on the other hand, remained steadfast and did not survive the suppression of 
their faith. Our idea of them, as of the Carthaginians, has been derived from 
their enemies. For a definition of Arianism, v. Schaff 's History of the ChriS' 
tian Church, iiL sect. 119. 

466. Bishop of wood. As the abbey became richer the authority of the 
abbot was relaxed, and a decline of discipline ensued. 
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Friab Paxtl. He who is sittiiig there. 
With a rollickingy 
Devil may care, 
«sd Free and easy look and air. 

As if he were used to such feasting and frolicking ? 
Friab John. The same. 

Friab Paul. He 's a stranger. You had hotter 
ask his name, 
And where he is going, and whence he came. 
its Friab John. Hallo ! Sir Friar ! 

Friar Paul. You must raise your voice a little 
higher. 
He does not seem to hear what you say. 
Now, try again ! He is looking this way. 
Friar John. Hallo ! Sir Friar, 
490 We wish to inquire 

Whence you came, and where yon are going. 
And anything else that is worth the knowing. 
So he so good as to open your head. 
Lucifer. I am a Frenchman horn and hred, 
496 Going on a pilgiimage to Rome. 
My home 

Is the convent of St. Gildas de Rhuys, 
Of which, very like, you never have heard. 
Monks. Never a word ! 
600 Lucifer. You must know, then, it is in the diocese 
Called the Diocese of Vannes, 
In the province of Brittany. 

497. St. Gildas de Rhuy», A Benedictine abbey, founded in the aixth cen- 
tury on the peninsuhk of Rhuys, in lower Brittany, by a Weldi monk, the Abbot 
Oildas, called " the Wise," who, after studying in Paris, and laboring hi Brit- 
ain and Ireland, led to Brittany a colony of monks to convert the Celtic tribes 
driven from Britain by the Saxon invasion. 

602. BriiUmy; Lesser Britain, the ancient Armorica, where the ante-Ro- 
man population still kept its Celtic language. The rule of the Franks, and 
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From the gray rocks of Morbihan 

It overlooks the angry sea ; 
••6 The very sea-shore where, 
In his great despair, 

Abbot Abelard walked to and fro, 

Filling the night with woe, 

And wailing aloud to the merciless seas 
510 The (^ame of his sweet Helo'lse ! 

Whilst overhead 

The convent windows gleamed as red 

As the fiery eyes of the monks within. 

Who with jovial din 

afterward of the English, was always precsrioiu there, and it was only for- 
mally united to France by the marriage of its duchess to two suocessiye 
French kings in the sixteenth century, hut not until the seventeenth century 
was paganism ffa&ally abolished. Old pi^an customs still survive there, and 
fountains, large trees, and the mistletoe are venerated ; young people stiU 
dance around the dolmens, or cromlechs, the remains of Druidical places of 
worship. Geologically, Brittany consists of two bands of granite approachhig 
each other hi the west. The impression of its coast scenery hounded l^ per- 
pendicular walls is one of monotonous and sombre grandeur. 

503. Morbihan^ "The little sea," an inland bay, of comparatively recent 
creation, with many small Islands scatttered over it, gives its name to the 
Southern Department of Brittany, of which Vannes is the capitaL The south- 
em shore of the bay is the peninsula of Rhuys. 

504. Sen. OflF the western promontories of Brittany the Gulf Stream en- 
counters the secondary ocean current; the tides are violent and irregular, 
rising on the north coast to the height of forty or- fifty feet ; the sea is per- 
petually in motion, a powerful undercurrent sweej^g the gpranitic sea-bottom. 
Since the fifth centuiy hundreds of square miles of land have been eaten away 
by the ocean, so that tales of buried cities haunt the popular imagination. 

507. Abelard, a celebrated logician and theologian, bom of a noUe Breton 
family near Nantes in 1079 ; refuted both the Nominalists and Realists of the 
day, adopting a middle course in the schools which he established ; appointed 
canon of Notre Dame, he won the affections of H^loltse, niece of Canon Ful- 
bert, and was compelled to leave Paris, becoming finally Abbot of St. Gildas in 
Brittany ; charged with heresy by St. Bernard, he appealed to Rome, but died 
on the journey, at Cluny, in 1142. (v. Milman's Lot, ChrUt. Bk. viii. ch. 6.) 
Mention of him here as a contemporary personage is one of the anachronisms 
of this poem, which ums to present pictures <A medinval life withoot regard 
to chronological exactness. 

9 
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■u Gave themselves up to all kinds of sin ! 
Ha ! that is a convent ! that is an ahhej ! 

Over the doors, 

None of your death-heads carved in woody 

None of your Saints looking pious and good, 
SM None of your Patriarchs old and shahhy ! 

Bat the heads and tusks of hoars. 

And the cells 

Hung all round with the fells 

Of the fallow-Kieer. 
•M And then what cheer ! 

What jolly, fat friars. 

Sitting round the great, roaring fires. 

Roaring louder than they, 

With their strong wines, 
•s* And their concuhines, 



616. Abbey AbeUurd described the abbey in a letter to hie friend Philintos 
as follows : ** I live in a barbarous country* the Isngnsge of which I do not 
anderstand ; I have no oonTersation but with the rudest people, my walks 
are on the inaccessible shore of a sea, which is perpetually stormy, my 
monks are only known by their dissoluteness, and living without any role or 
md^. could you see the abby, Fhilintna, yon would not call it one. the doors 
and walls are without any ornament, except the heads of wild boars and hinda 
feet, which are naOed up against them, and the hides of frightful animsla. 
the cells are hung with the skins <A deer, the monks have not so much as a 
ImII to wake them, the cocks and dogs supply that defect, in short, they pasa 
ttuAr whole days in hunting ; would to heaven that were their greatest fault I 
«r that their pleasures terminated there I I endeavor in vain to recall them 
to their duty ; they all combine against me, and I only ezpoee myself to c<»i- 
tinnal vexations and dangers. I imagine I see every moment a naked sword 
hang over my head, sometimes they surround me, and load me with infinite 
abuses ; sometimes they abandon me, and I am left alone to my own tormenting 
thoughts. ... ah Philintus, does not the love of H^ofse still bum in my 
heart ? I have not yet triumphed over that unhappy passion, in the midst 
of my retirement I sigh, I weep, I pine, I speak the dear name HAoIse, and 
am pleased to hear the sound." 

630. Coneubinet. This epithet was applied to the wives of the clergy by 
those who supported the decrees of Hildebrand enjoining clerical oeUbacy. 
(<^. Lea's Sacerdotal Celibacy ^ 196, note.) The monks of St. Oildas were as 
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And never a bell, 

With its swagger and swell, 

Calling you up with a start of affright 

In the dead of night, 
BSB To send you grumbling down dark stairs, 

To mumble your prayers. 

But the cheery crow 

Of cocks in the yard below, 

After daybreak, an hour or so, 
B40 And the barking of deep-monthed honndsi 

These are the sounds 

That, instead of bells, salate the ear. 

And then all day 

Up and away 
Btf Through the forest, hunting die deer ! 

Ah, my friends ! I 'm afraid that here 

You are a little too pious, a little too tame, 

And the more is the shame. 

*T is the greatest folly 
B50 Not to be jolly ; 

That 's what I think I 

Come, drink, drink. 

Drink, and die game ! 
Monks. And your Abbot What's-his-name ? 
B5B LuciFEE. Abelard ! 

Monks. Did he drink hard ? 
Lucifer. O, no ! Not he ! 

He was a dry old fellow. 

Without juice enough to get thoroughly mellow. 
MO There he stood, 

lawlen in life as in nuum«ra ; fhere was no oommmi fond, yet Abelard was 
expected to maintain the bnildingB and religions serrioes of the oommnnity. 
Each monk spent what he conld lay his hands npon, to support himself, his 
wife, and children, Hildebrand*s decrees not haying reached BrUtaqy. 
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Lowering at as in sullen mood, 
As if he had come into Brittany 
Just to reform our brotherhood ! 

A roar of laughter • 
But yon see 
MB It never would do ! 

For some us knew a thing or twoy 
In the Abbey of St. Gildas de Rhuysl 
For instance, tlie great ado 
With old Fulbert*8 niece, 
w« The young and lovely Helolse. 

Friab John. Stop there, if you please. 
Till we drink to the fair Helolse. 
All, drinking and shouting. Helolse ! Helofse ! 

TU ChapeUell toUs. 

Lucifer, starting. What is that bell for? Are 
you such asses 
175 As to keep up the fashion of midnight masses ? 

Friar Cuthbert. It is only a poor, unfortunate 
brother, 
Who is gifted with most miraculous powers 
Of getting up at all sorts of hours, 
And, by way of penance and Christian meekness, 

663. Eeform. This was Abelard*s intention. His banishment to St. Oildas 
was a punishment, but he endeavored to subject the brotherhood to the seyere 
rule of St. Benedict. The monks hated his strictness and even his piety. 

670. HSloise. He had in the mean tin.e established H^loise in the oratory 
of the Paraclete, with the nuns who had followed her from St. Denis. Hither 
Ma remains were brought from Gluny, and twenty years afterwaid she was 
laid by his side. The Gk>thic monument under which their bodies were 
finally placed in the cemetery of Pere la Chaise in Paris, in 1817, was said to 
have been constructed of fragments of the Paraclete, but has been pronounced 
by the eminent architect YioUet-le-Duc to be a poor work of the sixteenth 
century ; while the letters of Ht^loVse to Abelard, over which the world has 
wept, are called by critics ** a most audacious literary fabrication." (v. Bar* 
th^emy*s Erreurt et Mensonges Jfistoriqusty v.) 
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680 Of creeping silently out of his cell 

To take a pull at that hideous bell ; 

So that all the monks who are lying awake 

May murmur some kind of prayer for his sake, 

And adapted to his peculiar weakness ! 
6M Friar JoHiQ^. From frailty and fall — 
All. Good Lord, deliver us all ! 
Fblib Cuthbebt. And before the bell for matins 
sounds, 

He takes his lantern, and goes the rounds. 

Flashing it into our sleepy eyes, 
690 Merely to say it is time to arise. 

But enough of that. Go on, if you please, 

With your story about St. Gildas de Rhuys. 
Lucifer. Well, it finally came to pass 

That, half in fun and half in malice, 
606 One Sunday at Mass 

We put some poison into Uie chalice. 

But, either by accident or design, 

Peter Abelard kept away 

From the chapel that day, 
600 And a poor, young friar, who in his stead 

Drank the sacramental wine, 

Fell on the steps of the altar, dead 

But look ! do you see at the window there 

That face, with a look of grief and despair, 
606 That ghastly face, as of one in pain ? 

587. Maiitu. Midnight ; the first canonical hour of the Breyiary, or ahridff* 
ment of the Roman Catholic service. 

602. Dead. This account of the savage character of the inonka of St. Gildaa 
is not exaggerated. Besides the attempt to poison the chalice it is told that a 
monk who had tasted food intended for Abelard died in agony. Finally, when 
even excommunication had failed, the abbot took refuge in a ceU remote from 
the monastery with a few of the better monks, but even there he was watched 
fagr robbers hired to murder him. 
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Monks. Wlio ? where ? 
Lucifer. As I spoke, it vanished awaj again. 
Friab Ccjthbebt. It b that nefarious 
Siehald the Refectorarius. 
•It That fellow is always playing the scoat. 
Creeping and peeping and prowling ahont ; 
And then he regales 
The Ahhot with scandalous tales* 
LuciFEB. A spy in the convent? One of the 
brothers 
•15 Telling scandalous tales of the others? 
Out upon him, the lazy loon! 
I would put a stop to that pretty soon. 
In a way he should rue it. 
Monks. How shall we do it ? 
•so Lucifer. Do you, Brother Paul, 

Creep under the window, close to the wall^ 
And open it suddenly when I calL 
Then seize the villain by the hair. 
And hold him there, 
•» And punish him soundly, once for alL 

Friar Cuthbbrt. As St. Dunstan of old, 
We are told, 

Once caught the Devil by the nose I 
Lucifer. Ha ! ha ! that story is veiy clever, 
•80 But has no foundation whatsoever. 
Quick ! for I see his face again 

626. St, Ihnutan, An English monk, born 925, became archbishop of Can- 
terbury ; a rtateaman and scholar, he was also a remarkable musician, painter, 
and worker in metaSs. Legend says that one night as he labored at the forge 
flM Devil came to tempt him in tlie form of a beautiful woaum, whom Dunstan 
•eixed by the nose with his red-hot tongs. The identical pair of tongs wu 
shown at Mayfield, England, as late as 1749. 



THE GOLDEN LEGEND, 186 

Glaring in at the window-pane ; 

Now I now ! and do not spare yoar blows. 

Fbiajel Paul opens the window suddenly, and seizes Siebald. Tkey 

heat him. 

FsiAB Siebald. Help ! help I are yoa going to 
slay me? 
68B Friar Paul. That will teach you again to be- 
tray me 1 
Friar Siebald. Mercy ! mercy ! 

Friar Paul, shouting and beating, 
Rumpas beUorum lorum, 
Vim confer amorum 
Morum verorum rorum 
MO Tu plena polorum ! 

Lucifer. Who stands in the doorway yonder. 
Stretching out his trembling hand, 
Just as Abelard used to stand. 
The flash of his keen, black eyes 
648 Forerunning the thunder ? 

The Monks, in confusion. The Abbot ! the Abbot ! 
Friar Cuthbert. And what is the wonder ! 

He seems to have taken yon by surprise. 
Friar Francis. Hide the great flagon 
•Bt From the eyes of the dragon ! 

Friar Cuthbert. Pull the brown hood over your 
face ! 
This will bring us into disgrace ! 

Abbot. What means this revel and carouse ? 
Is this a tavern and drinking-house ? 
•w Are you Christian monks, or heathen devils, 
To pollute this convent with your revels ? 
Were Peter Damian still upon earth, 

607. Damian. An Itoliaa monk and prolate, bom at RaTvma about 9tt 
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To be shocked by sach ungodly mirth, 

He would write your names, with pen of gaily 
•M In hb Book of Gromorrah, one and all ! 

Away, you drunkards I to your cells, 

And pray till you hear the matin-bells ; 

You, Brother Francis, and you, Brother Paul I 

And as a penance mark each prayer 
6w With the scourge upon your shoulders bare ; 

Nothing atones for such a sin 

But the blood that follows tiie discipline. 

And you. Brother Cuthbert, come with me 

Alone into the sacristy ; 
iit You, who should be a guide to your brothers, 

And are ten times worse than all the others, 

For you I *ve a draiight that has long been brewing, 

You shall do a penance worth the doing! 

Away to your prayers, then, one and all ! 
•T0 I wonder the very convent wall 

Does not crumble and crush you in its fall ! * 

:K 
THE NEIGHBORING NUNNERY. 

The Abbess t Ibmikoabd sitting with Elsie in the moonlight, 
Irhikgabd. The night is silent, the wind is still. 
The moon is looking from yonder hiQ 

He made vigorotu efforts by preaching and writing to reform the diaorders of 
the clergy ; died 1072. 

660. Book oS Gomorrah. An essay on the vices of the time addressed fay 
Damian to Leo IX., an eminent scholar and reformer. 

* ** Longfellow, in the Golden Legevdf" says Buskin, ** has entered more 
clearly into the temper of the monk, for good and for evil, than ever yet 
theological writer or historian, though they may have given their life's labor 
to the analysis.** {Modem Painters^ Pt. v. oh. 20.) 

t The superior of a convent of nuns. Bhe possessed in general the same 
dignity and authority as an abbot, except that she could not exercise the 
iqpiritual functionsof the priesthood. EOie bwe the crosier in addition to the 
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Down upon convent, and grove, and garden ; 
•80 The clouds have passed awav from her face, 
Leaving behind them no sorrowful trace, 
Only the tender and quiet grace 
Of one, whose heart has been healed with pardon ! 

And such am I. My soul within 
685 Was dark with passion and soiled with sin. 
But now its wounds are healed again ; 
Gone are the anguish, the terror, and pain ; 
For across that desolate land of woe, 
O'er whose burning sands I was forced to go, 
•90 A wind from heaven began to blow ; 
And all my being trembled and shook, 
As the leaves of the tree, or the grass of the field, 
And I was healed, as the sick are healed, 
When fanned by the leaves of the Goly Book ! 

•9B As thou sittest in the moonlight there. 

Its glory flooding thy golden hair, 

And the only darkness that which lies 

In the haunted chambers of thine eyes, 

I feel my soul drawn unto thee, 
TOO Strangely, and strongly, and more and more, 

As to one I have known and loved before ; 

For every soul is akin to me 

That dwells in the land of mystery ! 

I am the Lady Irmingard, 
TOB Born of a noble race and name ! 

Many a wandering Suabian bard, 

ordinary costume of her order, and her house had the same regulations as that 
of the monks. The principal occupation of the learned Benedictine nuns was 
the transcription of books. 
706. Swtbian. Suabia was the centre of literary culture during the protect- 
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Whose life was dreary, and bleak, and hard, 

Has found through me the way to fame. 

Brief and bright were those days, and the night 
Tio Which followed was full of a lurid l^ht. 
9 Love, that of every woman's heart 

Will have the whole, and not a part, 

That is to her, in Nature's plan, 

More than ambition is to man, 
T10 Her light, her life, her very breath, 

With no alternative but death. 

Found me a maiden soft and young. 

Just from the convent's cloistered school. 

And seated on my lowly stool, 
Tso Attentive while the minstrels dung; 

Grallant, graceful, gentle, tall, 
Fairest, noblest, best of all. 
Was Walter of the Vogelweid ; 
And, whatsoever may betide, 
Tu Still I think of him with pride ! 
His song was of the summer-time, 

Ing reign of the Hohenrtaafen emperon, 1138-1268, who were raiginaUy dukes 
of Suabia, comprising parts of the present Wurtemberg, Bavaria, and northern 
Switzerland. 

706. Fame. By taking as the sabject of his song the beanty of the noble 
lady, Irmingard. 

718. School, In every monastery were ectablished a library, a Scriptorium, 

' and finally schools, frequented by the children of serfs and nobles alike. 

Those for girls were conducted by nuns in convents affiliated to the monastic 

establishments. Longfellow places one near Hirschau, that Elsie may be 

suitably lodged while Prince Henry is the guest of the abbey. 

726. HU song. Walter von der Vogelweide was singer to Philip of Boabia 
and Frederick II. |' Without ever connecting love and nature in the con- 
Tentional way,** says Scherer, " he repeatedly sung of the various seasons in 
a manner always fresh and original He only adorns his poetry with that 
which nature offers in all times and places : bright blossoms and green branches 
things which never grow old." (JKrf. Ger. Lit. ch. 7.) 
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The yery birds sang in his rhyme ^ 

The sonshine, the delicious air, 

The fragrance of the flowers, were there ; 
T80 And I grew restless as I heard, 

Restless and buoyant as a bird, 

Down soft, aerial currents sailing. 

O'er blossomed orchards, and fields in bloom. 

And through the momentary gloom 
tso Of shadows o'er the landscape trailing. 

Yielding and borne I knew not where. 

But feeling resistance unavailing* 

And thus, unnoticed and apart. 

And more by accident than choice, 
T40 I listened to that single voice 

Until the chambers of my heart 

Were filled with it by night and day. 

One night, — it was a night in May, •— 

Within the garden, unawares, 
T«6 Under the blossoms in the gloom, 

I heard it utter my own name 

With protestations and wild prayers ; 

And it rang through me, and became 

Like the archangel's trump of doom, 
T60 Which the soul hears, and must obey ; 

And mine arose as from a tomb. 

My former life now seemed to me 

Such as hereafter death may be. 

When in the great Eternity / 
rsB We shall awake and find it day. 

It was a dream, and would not stay ; 
A dream, that in a single night 
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Faded and yaDi8he4 out of sight 

My father's anger followed fast 
T60 This passion, as a .freshening blast 

Se^s out and fans the fire, whose rage 

It may increase, but not assuage. 

And he exclaimed : '* No wandering bard 

Shall win thy hand, O Irmingard ! 
T6§ For which Prince Henry of Hoheneck 

By messenger and letter sues." 

Gently, but firmly, I replied : 

'^ Henry of Hoheneck I discard ! 

Never the hand of Irmingard 
TTO Shall lie in his as the hand of a bride ! " 

This said I, Walter, for thy sake ; 

This said I, for I could not choose. 

After a pause, my father spake 

^ In that cold and deliberate tone 

TtB Which turns the hearer into stone, 

And seems itself the act to be 

That follows with such dread certainty ; 

^^ This, or the cloister and the veil ! " 

No other word^ than these he said, 
T80 But they were like a funeral wail ; 

My life was ended, my heart was dead. 

That night from the castle-gate went down. 

With silent, slow, and stealthy pace, 

Two shadows, mounted on shadowy steeds, 

778. Cloister. This word is often used for the entire conTent. The white 
veil was ^m during the year of probation, after which the novice, if persist, 
ing in her determination to withdraw from the world, assumed the black vdl 
and the irrevocable vows in presence of her family and friends. For an inter- 
esting account of this ceremimy in Italy, v, BentleyU Mag. xx, 509. 
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TW Taking the narrow path that leads 

Into the forest dense and brown. 

In the leafy darkness of the place, 

One could not distinguish form nor facOi 
\Pnly a bulk without a shape, > , /-, 

790 A darker shadow in the shade ;/ f fj\j (J^ r- ^ ^ /. 

One scarce could say it moved or stayed* 

Thus it was we made our escape I 

A foaming brook, with many a bound, 

Followed us like a playful hound ; 
T9B Then leaped before us, and in the hoUow 

Paused, and waited for us to follow, 

And seemed impatient, and afraid 

That our tardy flight should be betrayed 

By the sound our horses' hoof-beats made. 
800 And when we reached the plain below, 

We paused a moment and drew rein 

To look back at the castle again ; 

And we saw the windows all aglow 

With lights, that were passing to and fro ; 
805 Our hearts with terror ceased to beat ; 

The brook crept silent to our feet ; 

We knew what most we feared to know. 

Then suddenly horns began to blow ; 

* 

And we heard a shout, and a heavy tramp, 
810 And our horses snoHed in the damp 

Night-air of the meadows green and wide, 

And in a moment, side by side, 

So close, they must have seemed but one, 

The sliadows across the moonlight run, 
810 And another came, and swept behind, 

Like the shadow of clouds before the wind ! 
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How I remember that breathless flight 

Across the moors, in the summer night ! 

How under our feet the long, white road 
•M Backward like a river flowed, 

Sweeping with it fences and hedges, 

Whilst farther away, and overhead) 

Paler than I, with fear and dread, 

The moon fled with us, as we fled 
8S6 Along the forest's jagged edges ! 

All this I can remember well ; 

But of what afterwards befell 

I nothing farther can recall 

Than a blind, desperate,, headlong fall ; 
tso l*he rest is a blank and darkness all. 

When I awoke out of this swoon. 

The sun was shining, not the moon, 

Making a cross upon the wall 

With the bars of my windows narrow and tall ; 
8SB And I prayed to it, as I had been wont to pray. 

From early childhood, day by day, 

Each morning, as in bed I lay ! 

I was lying again in my own room ! 

And I thanked God, in my fever and pain, 
840 That those shadows on the midnight plain 

Were gone, and could not come again ! 

I struggled no longer with my doom ! 

This happened many years ago. 
I left my father's home to come 
8M Like Catherine to her martyrdom, 
For blindly I esteemed it so. 
And when I heard the convent door 
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Behind me close, to ope no more, 
I felt it smite me like a blow. 
•50 Through all my limbs a shudder ran^ 
And on my bruised spirit fell 
The dampness of my narrow cell 
As night-air on a wounded man, 
Giving intolerable pain. 

855 But now a better life began. 

I felt the agony decrease 

By slow degrees, then wholly cease, 

Ending in perfect rest and peace ! 

It was not apathy, nor dulness, 
860 That weighed and pressed upon my brain, 

But the same passion I had given 

To earth before, now turned to heaven 

With all its overflowing fulness. 

Alas ! the world is full of peril ! 
865 The path that runs through the fairest meads. 

On the sunniest side of the valley, leads 

Into a region bleak and sterile ! 

Alike in the high-bom and the lowly. 

The will is feeble, and passion strong. 
870 We cannot sever right from wrong ; 

Some falsehood mingles with all truth ; 

Nor is it strange the heart of youth 

Should waver and comprehend but slowly 

The things that are holy and unholy! 
875 But in this sacred, calm retreat. 

We are all well and safely shielded 

From winds that blow, and waves that beat. 

From the cold, and rain, and blighting heat, 
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To which the strongest hearts have jieldecL 
8M Here we stand as the Virgins Seven, 
For our celestial bridegroom yearning ; 
Our hearts are lamps forever burning, 
With a steady and unwavering fiame. 
Pointing upward, forever the same, 
815 Steadily upward toward the heaven ! 

The moon is hidden behind a cloud ; 

A sudden darkness fills the room, 

And thy deep eyes, amid the gloom, 

Shine like jewels in a shroud. 
89t On the leaves is a sound of falling rain ; 

A bird, awakened in its nest, 

Gives a faint twitter of unrest. 

Then smooths its plumes and sleeps again. 

No other sounds than these I hear ; 
89B The hour of midnight must be near. 
> Thou art overspent with the day's fatigue 

Of riding many a dasty league ; 

Sink, then, gently to thy slumber ; 

Me so many cares encumber, 
900 So many ghosts, and forms of fright. 

Have started from their graves to-night, 

They have driven sleep from mine eyes away 

I will go down to the chapel and pray. 
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V. 

A COVERED BRIDGE AT LUCERNE * 

Prince Henry. God's blessing on the architects 
who build 
The bridges o'er swift rivers and abysses 
Before impassable to human feet, 
No less than on the builders of cathedrals, 
c Whose massive walls are bridfjes thrown across 
The dark and terrible abyss ^of Death. 
Well has the name of Pontifex been given 
Unto the Church's head, as the chief builder 
And architect of the invisible bridge 
10 That leads from earth to heaven. 

Elsie. How dark it grows ! 

What are these paintings on the walls around us ? 

* Three bridges connect the banks of the Reuss as it leaves the lake at 
liQceme, on the woodwork of the roofs of two of which pictures were painted. 
** On one bridge these represent all the important Swiss battles and victories ; 
on the other they are ths well-known series of which Longfellow has made 80 
beautiful a use in the Golden Legend, the Dance of Dsath.'* (Ruskin*s Mod- 
em Painters, PL Iv. ch. 19.) They were painted, to the number of thirty-six, 
by Oaspard Meglingrer, 1G31-37, and while they arc said to have been origuially 
well executed, they have since been greatly injured by clumsy retouching. 
The mottoes under them are in German. 

7. Pontifex. The head of the Catholic Church assumed the title of the 
high priest of pagan Rome, pontifex mazimus, the word pontifex being derived, 
according to YarrOf from pons-facere^ because the priests made and kept in 
repair the first bridge over the Tiber, pons stiblicins. Some modem archaeolo- 
gists, who assert that the priests were called porUifices before the bridge was 
built, connect the word pons with the Sanscrit word for " path," and call 
poniijices the roid-makers of ancient Latiam. Preller, however {Bomische 
Mifthologie, ii. 134), gives conclusive reasons for returning to the derivation of 
Yarro, connecting the name and duties of the priests with the deep religioua 
veneration felt for the Tiber and all other running streams, across which the 
Romans did not presume to throw a bridge, or, later, to repair it, without sac- 
rificial ceremonies, such as the yearly casting of the Argei, or Imi^es of men, 
into the Tiber, in symbolic reference to the more ancient human sacrifice to 

the stream-god. 

10 
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Prince Henry. The Dance Macaber ! 
Elsie. What ? 

15 Prince Henry. The Dance of Death I 

All that go to and fro must look upon it, 
Mindful of what they shall be, while beneath, 
Among the wooden piles, the turbulent river 
Rushes, impetuous as the river of life, 
10 With dimpling eddies, ever g^reen and bright. 
Save where the shadow of this bridge falls on it. 
Elsie. O yes ! I see it now ! 
Prince Henry. Tlie grim musician 

Leads all men through the mazes of that dance, 
V To different sounds in different measures moving 

13. Macaber, The French word Ufaeabre is derived, according to Llttx^ 
following Da Cinge, from the L%tin Chorea Maehahaorum^ the Dance of tiie 
Ifaocabeea, a ceremony, originally French, in which dignitaries of church and 
jtate led tlie dance, dropping out and disappearing one after the other, like 
the BOTen brothers, who, with their mother, snccessirely suffered martyr- 
dom (v. //. Mace. vii. and Longfellow's Judas Maceahtejis)^ to express the 
tact that death carries away all men. To strengthen the idea Death itself 
was employed to conduct this fantastic dance. 

15. Dance of Death, Pictures of the Dance of Death, a favorite subject with 
painters of the Middle Agee, the moet celebrated being HoIbefn*s designs 
engraved on wood by Llttzelberger (v. GundalPa Han* Holbein, 19), and first 
printed at Lyons in 153S, commemorated the ravages of the Plague, or Black 
Death, in the fourteenth century, when persons excited to the verge of mad- 
ness made a wild procession of the dead and thought themselves to hare 
passed the limits of mortality. When the pestilence had cea«ed, the pro- 
cession became an orgy like the excesses of the Fli^Uants, or self-scourging 
penitents. " The Dance of Deith " was at first a drama, or Morality Play, 
•consisting of a dial(^;ue between Death and those whom he was carrying 
away. Then the passing drama was made a permanent one by the asiistance 
of the art of painting, and representations of Death and his victims became 
especially common in the convents of the Dominicans, the great order of 
preachers, who used the pictures to enforce their sermons. Holbein's sketches 
of the " Emblems and Images of Mortality " must not be oonfonuded with the 
Dance of Death painted in the Dominican convent at Basle during the session 
of the Grand Council in that city from 1431 to 1443, and erroneously attrib- 
uted to Holbein, who was bom nearly a century later. His designs are en- 
tirely different from ** the dull and often dii^;usting Macaber Dance of Basle^ 
each picture of which is confined, with little exception, to two figures only.'' 
(Donee's Holbein^s Dance of Death, 73.) 



THE GOLDEN LEGEND. 147 

Sometimes he plays a late, sometimes a dnrnty 
To tempt OP terrify. 

Elsie. What is this picture ? 

Prince Henby. It is a young man singling to a 
nun, 
so Who kneels at her devotions, but in kneeling 

Turns round to look at him ; and Death, meanwhile. 
Is putting out the candles on the altar ! 

Elsie. Ah, what a pity 't is that she should listen 
Unto such songs, when in her orisons 
S5 She might have heard in heaven the angels singing I 
P&iNOE Henby. Here he has stolen a jester's cap 
and bells, 
And dances with the Queen. 

Elsie. A foolish jest I 

Prince Henry. And here the heart of the new- 
wedded wife, 
40 Coming from church with her beloved lord, 
He startles with the rattle of his drum. 

Elsie. Ah, that is sad ! And yet perhaps 't is 
best 

32. Candles. Some of the pictures at Lucerne are supposed to liave been 
suggested by, if not directly copied from, Holbein's designs. The pictuxa 
here referred to corresponds to No. 24 in that series, engraved in Douce'i 
Holbein's Dance of Deaths and accessible by photographic reproduction. It 
has been said that the young man playing the guitar in Holbein's design rep- 
resents the artist himself. It is possible tiiat in Othello's exclamation (v. 2\ 
**Put out the light, and then — put out the light ! " Shakespeare recalled a 
picture similar to this, as the Dance of Death was repreEented by a series of 
paiatings in the daiiter of old St. Paul's Cathedral, Ltmdon. The custom of 
having lights burning on the altar during the performance of religious worship 
is an ansisnt one, and expresses joy ; also the descent of the Holy Ghost, in 
the form of cloven tongues as of fire, on the Day of Pentecost. 

37. Queen, This corresponds to No. 11 of Holbein's designs, with an inscrip- 
tion in liTAAn from Isaiah xxxiL 9. In the queen the artist is said to hav^ 
painted the portrait of Eleanor, wife of Francis I. of France. The fgure cf 
I>eath in the jester's attire was borrowed by Holbein from the Basle series. 

39. Wife, This is No. 35 of Holbein's series, with the Latin motto {JRuth% 
17), Me et te sola mors separabit. 
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That she should die, with all the sunshine on her. 
And all the benedictions of the morning, 
<o Before tliis affluence of golden light 
Shall fade into a cold and clouded gray, 
Then into darkness ! 

Prince Henry. Under it is written, 
" Nothing but death shall separate thee and me ! " 
■0 £lsie. And what is this, that follows close upon it ? 
Prince Henry. Death, playing on a dulcimer. 
Behind him, 
A poor old woman, with a rosary, 
Follows the sound, and seems to wish her feet 
Were swifter to overtake him. Underneath, 
•» The inscription reads, " Better is Death than Life." 
Elsie. Better is Death than Life ! Ah yes ! to 
thousands 
Death plays upon a dulcimer, and sings 
That song of consolation, till the air 
Rings with it, and they cannot choose but follow 
fo Whither he leads. And not the old alone. 
But the young also hear it, and are still. 

Prince Henry. Yes, in their sadder moments. 
'T is the sound 
Of their own hearts they hear, half full of tears, 
Which are like crystal cups, half filled with water, 
•5 Responding to the pressure of a finger 
With music sweet and low and melancholy. 
Let us go forward, and no longer stay 
In this great picture-gallery of Death ! 
I hate it ! ay, the very thought of it ! 

61. Dulcimer, This is No. 25 of Holbein's Eeries, with the motto from 
Ecclaicutes iv. 2, Melior est mors quam vUa. These mottoes are a relic of the 
morality-play, in which Death holds a brief conTer^tiom with the personi 
whom he is canying away. 
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TO Elsie. Why is it hateful to you ? 

Prince Henry* For the reason 

' That life, and all that speaks of life, iis lovely, 
And death, and all that speaks of death, is hateful. 
Elsie. The grave itself is but a covered bridge, 
T« Leading from light to light, through a brief dark- 
ness! 
Prince Henry, emerging fram the bridge. I 
breathe again more freely! Ah, how pleasant 
To come once more into the light of day. 
Out of that shadow of death ! To hear again 
The hoof-beats of our horses on firm ground, 
80 And not upon those hollow planks, resounding 
With a sepulchral echo, like the clods 
On coffins in a churchyard 1 Yonder lies 
The Lake of the Four Forest-Towns, apparelled 
In light, and Ungoring, like a viUage maiden, 
85 Hid in the bosom of her native mountains. 
Then pouring all her life into another's. 
Changing her name and being ! Overhead, 
Shaking his cloudy tresses loose in air, 
Rises Pilatus, with his windy pines. 

They pass on, 

83. Forest-Towns. The Like of Lucerne, originally called the Lake of th« 
Four Cantons {StaUe) of Lucerne, Uri, Unterwalden, and Schwytz, for which 
the poet substitutes the word " Towns " \SiMle). 

/ 89. Pilatus, Mans PileatuSy the capped mountain, because often covered 
' with mists from the north and northwest, which made ascent of it perilous. 
Copnected with the name Pilatus are many legends of Pontius Pilate, who in 
his remorse was thought to have fled hither and cast himself into a small lake 
cm the summit of the mountain. All the sudden storms which sweep over the 
Lake of Lucerne were attributed to him, and for many centuries a severe 
punishment awaited those who dared approach the mountain lake and provoks 
the spirit to which such calamities were supposed to be due. 
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THE DEVIL»S BRIDGE.* 
Pbikcb HsiTBT and Eians crossing, udth attendants, 

#• Guide. This bridge is called the Devil's Bridge. 

With a single arch, from ridge to ridg^. 

It leaps across the terrible chasm 

Yawning beneath ns, black and deep. 

As if, in some convulsive spasm, 
•B The summits of the hills had cracked, 

And made a road for the cataract, 

That raves and i*ages down the steep ! 
Lucifer, under the bridge. Ha ! ha! 
Guide. Never any bridge but this 
100 Could stand across the wild abyss ; 

All the rest, of wood or stone, 

By the Devil's hand were overthrown. 

He toppled crags from the precipice. 

And whatsoe'er was built by day 
100 In the night was swept away ; 

None could stand but this alone. 

Lucifer, under the bridge. Ha ! ha I 
Guide. I showed you in the valley a boulder 

Marked with the imprint of his shoulder; 
uo As he was bearing it up this way, 

A peasant, passing, cried, " Herr Je ! " 

And the Devil dropped it in his fright, 

And vanished suddenly out of sight ! 
Lucifer, under the bridge. Ha ! ha! 

* The old bridge, the eighth over the RenM on the St. Ootthard, was to* 
placed for travel by a new one in 1830, but stUl stands below it, coyered with 
noss kept green by the spray from the fall one hundred f^t in height. 

111. HerrJS. A common Oerman ejaculation, contracted from JTinr Jenu^ 
Which, in the instance alluded to, had the effect of an exordam. 
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115 Guide. Abbot GiraJdus of Einsiedel, 

For pilgrims on their way to Rome, 

Built this at last, with a single arch, 

Under which, on its endless march. 

Runs the river, white with foam, 
X20 Like a tliread through the eye of a needle. 

And the Devil promised to let it stand. 

Under compact and condition 

That the first living thing which crossed 

Should be surrendered into his hand, 
13S And be beyond redemption lost. 

Lucifer, under the bridge. Ha ! ha ! perdition ! 
Guide. At length, the bridge being aU completed^ 

The Abbot, standing at its head, 

Threw across it a loaf of bread, 
ISO Which a hungry dog sprang after. 

And the rocks reechoed with the peals of laughter 

To see the Devil thus defeated ! 

They pass on. 

Lucifer, under the bridge. Ha ! ha ! defeated ! 
For journeys and for crimes like this 
1S6 I let the bridge stand o'er the abyss I 

lift. Eituiedel. Fords were often sefzed by feudal oppieaaoia to plunder 
tx«TeUer8, but when pilgrimacFOB became conunoa the Church established 
bridges and secured safe passage over them. Einsiedeln is a town in Canton 
Bchwytz, bu^ly composed of inns for pilgrims who visit the abbey founded 
there in the time of Charlemagneu Next to St Oall, it was the richest mo- 
nastery in Bwitserland ; its -abbot was a prince of the empire ; it contained . ^ 
a sacred image of the Madonna, and was annually visited by 150,000 pilgrims, o^^o o ' 

132. JM/eated. The ancients found divinities in all the manifestations of 
nature (p. 145, note) ; medisBval Christianity converted them into demons^ and 
many legends are t<dd of the opposition of these water^spirits or demons to 
bridge-building, and of the sacrifloes necessary to baffle them. "DevilV 
bridges" are common in Germany and Switzerland, and the legend of the 
poem is also associated with the bridge over the Danube at Batisbon, en 
which are carved figures of the dog, cock, and hen, — ^* the first living thii^pi 
to cross." 
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THE ST. GOTTHARD PASS.* 

Prince Henby. This is the highest point. Two 
ways the rivers 
Leap down to different seas, and as they roll 
Grow deep and still, and their majestic presence 
Becomes a benefaction to the towns 
iM They visit, wandering silently among them, 
Like patriarchs old among their shining tents. 

Elsie. How bleak and bare it is ! Nothing bat 
mosses 
Grow on these rocks. 

Prince Henry. Yet are they not forgotten ; 
MS Beneficent Nature sends the mists to feed them. 

£lsik. See yonder little cloud, that, borne aloft 
So tenderly by the wind, floats fast away 
Over the snowy peaks ! It seems to me 
The body of St. Catherine, borne by angels ! 
iM Prince Henry. Thou art St. Catherine, and in- 
visible angels 
Bear thee across these chasms and precipices, 
Lest then shouldst dash thy feet against a stone ! 

* From the sammlt of the paw, 6,507 feet aboTe the eea, the Reuse flows 
into the Rhine, and thence into the North 8ea ; the Ticino into Lago Maggiore 
and the Mediterranean. Tliis paas was the moet frequented of all the routes 
over the Alps until the ccnstruction of the roads over the passes of the Sim- 
plon and BplUgeu in the present century. As elsewhere, a hospice stood on the 
nunmit for tlie entertainment of travellers, com|>aratively diniBed since the 
opening of the railway tunnel in 18S0. 

149. St. Catherine, of Alexandria, the Christian Hypatia, patronees of edncs- 
tion and colleges, a relative of Conetantine the Great, suffered martyrdom un- 
der Maxentius in the fourth century, according to the Aurea Legenda, After 
A futile attempt to execute her between wheels set with knives, she waa be- 
headed, and angels bore her body to the top of Mt. Sinai, where it was en- 
tombed. Her history, particularly the legend of her mystic marri9ge to the 
Infant Jesus, formed a favorite subject of art (v. Sacred and Legend. Art 
It 467.) 
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Elsie. Would I were borne unto my grave, as 
she was, 
Upon angelic shoulders ! Even now 
155 I seem uplifted by them, light as air ! 
What sound is that ? 

Prince Henry. The tumbling avalanches ! 
Elsie. How awful, yet how beautiful ! 
Prince Henry. These are 

160 The voices of the mountains ! Thus they ope 
Their snowy lips, and speak unto each other, 
In the primeval language, lost to man. 

Elsie. What land is this that spreads itself be- 
neath us ? 
Prince Henry* Italy ! Italy ! 
165 Elsie. Land of the Madonna I 

How beautiful it is ! It seems a garden 
Of Paradise ! 

Prince Henry. Nay, of Gethsemane 
To thee and me, of passion and of prayer ! 
170 Yet once of Paradise. Long years ago 
I wandered as a youth among its bowers. 
And never from my heart has faded quite 
Its memory, that, like a summer sunset, 
Encircles with a ring of purple light 
175 All the horizon of my youth. 

Guide. O friends ! 

The days are short, the way before us long ; 

1C5. Land of the Madonna, Because art and music have nowhere been ex- 
pressed with deeper fervor in the service of the Roman Catholic Church, 
especially in veneration of the Madonna, than in Italy. 

171. Bowers. An autobiographical reminiscence. LongfelIow*8 first trip 
to Europe, in 1827-29, included a year in Italy, to which he devoted a part of 
Quire-Mer, 
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We most not linger, if we think to reach 
The inn at Belinzona before vespers ! 

TkejfpauotL 



AT THE FOOT OF THE ALPS. 

A halt under the trees at noon. 

uf Prince Henky. Here let us pause a moment in 
the trembling 
Shadow and sunshine of the roadside trees, 
And, our tired horses in a group assembling, 
Inhale long draughts of this delicious breeze. 
Our fleeter steeds have distanced our attendants ; 
185 They lag behind us with a slower pace ; 

We w31 await them under the green pendants 
Of the great willows in this shady place. 
Ho, Barbarossa ! how thy mottled haunches 
Sweat with this canter orer hill and glade ! 
!•• Stand still, and let these overhanging branches 
Fan thy hot sides and comfort thee witli shade ! 
Elsie. What a delightful landscape spreads be- 
fore us, 
Marked with a whitewashed cottage here and there 1 
And, in luxuriant garlands drooping o'er us, 
195 Blossoms of grape-vines scent the sunny air. 

Prince Henry. Hark! what sweet sounds are 
those, whose accents holy 
Fill the warm noon with music sad and sweet ! 

Elsie. It is a band of pilgrims, moving slowly 
On their long journey, with uncovered feet. 

179. Bdhuona. A BwiM city with the aspect of on Italian town, near tbe 
head of Lago Haf^ore ; one of the three capitals of the Canton of Tessin oc 
Ticino, commandinfir strategicaUy the route from Lomhardy to Oermany. 

198. PUgrimt. Lonc^fellow describes sach a procession, with all the ao- 
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Pilgrims, chanting the Hymn of St, Hildebert. 
too Me receptet Sion ilia, '^^^^. "/uJ it c 

Sion David, urbs tranquilla, 
Cajus faber auctor lucis, ' 

Cujus portaB lignum crucis, 
Cujus claves lingua Petri, 
80S Cujus cives semper l»ti, 

Cujus muri lapis vivus, 
Cujus custos Rex festivus ! 
Lucifer, as a Friar in the procession. Here am 
I, too, in tbe pious band, 
In the garb of a barefooted Carmelite dressed ! 
sio The soles of my feet are as hard and tanned 

ceasories of medlsBTal pilgrhnB, fn Oufre-Mer^ 338. It was cnstomary for the 
pilgrimB to associate in companies, and they stoove to shorten the way by 
song and music, sometimes hiring a few singers and one or two musicians to 
accompany them. Pilgrimages were generally made in the spring, often be- 
ginning during Lent. The author of Scenes and Characters 0/ the Middle 
Ages quotes interesting narratives concerning the dress and conduct of pil- 
grims (pp. 176-94). 

200. St, Hildebert, A French prelate, bom in 1057 ; archbishop of Tours, 
1125 ; died 1134. He composed in exile more than 10,000 lines of versiflcation 
of Scripture and legends of the saints. This hymn is taken from a prayer to 
the Three Persons of the Trinity, and was translated by William Crashaw {v. 
introduction to the poems of his son, Richard Crashaw, n. xxxviiL) : — 
** In Sion lodge me, Lord, for pity, 

Sion, David^s kingly city, 

Built by him that *s only good ; 

Whose gates be of the cross's wood. 

Whose keys are Christ's undoubted word ; 

Whose dwellers fear none but the Lord, 

Whose walls are stone, strong, quick, and bright ; 

Whose keeper is the Lord of light." 
The whole poem, in tiie original, will be found in Trench's Sacred Latin 
Poetry, 323. 

209. Carmelite, One of the mendicant orders, claiming to hare been 
founded by Elijah on Mt. CarmeL Its institution dates from the beginniug 
of the thirteenth century, and from the color of their habit Carmelites were 
colled White Friars hi England. 

210. Tanned. PDgrims who were sent on a pilgrimage as a penance, like 
Friar Cnthbert, were generally ordered to go barefooted, and others toIuh- 
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As ihe conscience of old Pope Hildebrand, 

The Holy Satan, who made the wives 

Of the bishops lead such shameful lives. 

All day long I beat my breast, 
tiB And chant with a most particular zest 

The Latin hymns, which I understand 

Quite as well, I think, as the rest. 

And at night such lodging in bams and sheds, 

Such a hurly-burly in country inns, 
tto Such a clatter of tongues in empty heads, 

Such a helter-skelter of prayers and sins ! 

Of all the contrivances of the time 

For sowing broadcast the seeds of crime, 

There is none so pleasing to me and mine 
tu As a pilgrimage to some far-off shrine ! 

Prince Henry. If from the outward man we 
judge the inner, 

And cleanliness is godliness, I fear 

tarily imitated them in order to heighten the merit and efficacy of tlieir good 
deed. The special insignia of a pilgrim were the staff and scrip, the latter 
being a small bag, along at the side by a cord over the shoulder, to cimtain 
the pilgrim's food and his few necessaries. 

212. Holy Satan. Sancitu SatanaSj a soubriquet applied to Hildebrand 
(Gregory VII.), by his friend Peter Damian, " half in Jest," says Dean Trench, 
"because with no mi^ving but that his cause was the cause of God, he 
trampled without pity or remorse on human hearts and their strongest affec- 
tions, in enforcing the decree of the celibacy of the clergy.** {Led. on Me- 
dUBval Church History, 130.) There is also an allusion to the fact that Greg- 
ory was the first to exact the application of the title Sancttu to the Pope, 
whence the modem " His Holiness." 

213. Live*. Hildebrand exhorted the people to withdraw their obedience 
from married priests, which produced a fierce persecution of the offending 
pastors. Their wives were driven forth with scorn, and many crimes and much 
suffering followed the disruption. (Lecky*s Hist, of Europ. Morals^ ii. ch. 6.) 

223. CHme. Milman {Hist. Lai. Christ., Bk. yii. ch. 6) alludes to the ir- 
regularities attending pilgrimages, and quotes the saykig of St. Jerome against 
them, that Heaven was as near Britain as Palestine. 

227. Cleanliness is godliness. Quoted in a sermon by John WoEley ; this 
thought may be traced to rabbinical writers, {v. Familiar Quotations, 309.) 
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A hopeless reprobate, a hardened sinner, 

Must be that Carmelite now passing near. 
880 Lucifer. There is my German Prince again. 

Thus far on his journey to Salern, 
^nd the lovesick girl, whose heated brain ^^, , >* , 

Is sowing the cloud to reap the rain ; / 

But it 's a long road that has no turn fj 
836 Let them quietly hold their way, 

I have also a part in the play. 

But first I must act to my heart's content 

This mummery and this merriment, 

And drive this motley flock of sheep 
840 Into the fold, where drink and sleep 

The jolly old friars of Bene vent. 

Of a truth, it often provokes me to laugh 

To see these beggars hobble along, 

Lamed and maimed, and fed upon chaff, 
845 Chanting their wonderful piff and paff. 

And, to make up for not understanding the song. 

Singing it fiercely, and wild, and strong I 

Were it not for my magic garters and staff, 

And the goblets of goodly wine I quaff, 
850 And the mischief I make in the idle throng, 

I should not continue the business long. 

241. BeneveniOt a city of Greek origin, was first called by the RomanB 
by the inauspicious name of Maleventum. It is on the Appian Way, forty- 
five miles northeast of Naples ; the capital of a former proyince of Benevento 
in Campania. 

248. Magic garters. They were made of the ekin of a young hare cut into 
strips, between which was sewed the herb called motherwort, cut when the 
son was entering Capricorn. The staff was of willow, hollow, and filled with 
the eyes of a* young wolf, the tongue and heart of a dog, three green lizards, 
the hearts of three swallows, seven leaves of vervain gathered on St. John's -^l V/ '^ '^^ 
Eve, all dried in the sun and placed between two papers sprinkled ^ith pulver- 
ized saltpetre. Such a staff was warranted to protect the owner from robbers 
and wild beasts, and to procoie him a good reception on his Journey. 
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PiLOBncs, chanting. 
In hfte orbe, lux solennis, 
Ver »temum, pax perennis ; 
In hAc odor implens c»los, 
SM In hfic semper fesfcom melos ! 

Prince Henry. Do you observe that monk among 
the train, 
Who pours from his great throat the roaring bass. 
As a cathedral spout pours out the rain, 
And this way turns his rubicund, round face ? 
aeo Elsie. It is the same who, on the Strasborg 
square, 
Preached to the people in the open air. 

Prince Henry. And he has crossed o'er moun- 
tain, field, and fell, 
On that good steed, that seems to bear him well, 
The hackney of the Friars of Orders Gray, 
166 His own stout legs ! He, too, was in the play, 
Both as King Herod and Ben Israel. 
Good morrow, Friar! 

Friar Cuthbert. Grood morrow, noble Sir ! 
Prince Henry. I speak in German, for, unless I 
err, 
S76 You are a German. 

Friar Cuthbert. I cannot gainsay you. 

252-66. In — melos. 

Here the light doth never cease, 
Endless Spring and endless peace ; 
Here is music, heaven filling, 
Sweetness evermore distilling. 

Crashaw's Trans. 
264. Orders Gray. The habit of the Franciscans was orighially gray ; after 
the first two centuries the color was changed to dark brown. Hence the nam^|v. * 
Gray Friars was given to the buildings of this order in London. .Bg Medi etlfl B^^ ^^HJ 
however, of such houses as Hirschau, wore black, and their buildings in Lon* | 

don were called Black Friars ; henoe Blaekfrian Bridge. 
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Bat by what instinct, or what secret sign, 
Meeting me here, do you straightway divine 
That northward of the Alps my country lies ? 

276 Prince Henry. Your accent, like St. Peter's, 
would betray you, 
Did not your yellow beard and your blue eyes. 
Moreover, we have seen your face before, 
And heard you preach at the Cathedral door 
On Easter Sunday, in the Strasburg square. 

aso We were among the crowd that gathered there, 
And saw you play the Rabbi with great skill. 
As if, by leaning o*er so many years 
To walk with little children, your own will 
Had caught a childish attitude from theirs, 

280 A kind of stooping in its form and gait. 

And could no longer stand erect and straight. 
Whence come you now ? 

Friar Cuthbert. From the old monastery 

Of HIrschau, in the forest; being sent 

290 Upon a pilgrimage to Benevent, 

To see the image of the Virgin Mary, 
That moves its holy eyes, and sometimes speaks, 
And lets the piteous tears run down its cheeks, 
To touch the hearts of the impenitent. 

290 Prince Henry. O, had I faith, as in the days 
gone by, 
That knew no doubt, and feared no mystery ! 

Lucifer, at a distance. Ho, Cuthbert! Friar 

Cuthbert ! 
Friar Cuthbert. Farewell, Prince I 
I cannot stay to argue and convince. 

290. Pilgrimage, This is the penance threatened by the abbot (p. 136) ; a 
common form of punishment of clerical or lay sinners. Thus the assassins of 
St. Thomas 4 Becket expiated their crime by a pilgrimage to Jerusalem. 
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SM Prince Hen&y. This is indeed the blessed Mary's 
htnd, 

Virgin and Mother of our dear Redeemer ! 

All hearts are touched and softened at her name ; 

Alike the bandit, with the bloody hand, 

The priest, the prince, the scholar, and the peasant, 
SM The man of deeds, the visionary dreamer, 

Pay homage to her as one ever present ! 

And even as children, who have much offended 

A too indulgent father, in great shame. 

Penitent, and yet not daring unattended 
810 To go into his presence, at the gate 

Speak with their sister, and confiding wait 

Till she goes in before and intercedes ; 

So men, repenting of their evil deeds, 

And yet not venturing rashly to draw near 
810 With their requests an angry father's ear, 

Offer to her their prayers and their confession. 

And she for them in heaven makes intercession. 

And if our Faith had given us nothing more 

Than this example of all womanhood, 
8S0 So mild, so merciful, so strong, so good. 

So patient, peaceful, loyal, loving, pure. 

This were enough to prove it higher and truer 

Than all the creeds the world had known before. 
Pilgrims, chanting afar off, 
Urbs ccelestis, urbs beata, 

324r-29. Urbi — requiro. 

Blessed town, divinely grac^i, 
On a rock so strongly plactSd, 
Thee I see, and thee I long for ; 
Thee I seek, and thee I groan for. 

Crashaw^s Trana. 
The last two lines are taken from St. Augustine {De Spiritu et Ani7na)t O ei 
viku 9ancta^ civUas spedoMa^ de longinguo te saluiOy ad te damo^ te reqtnro. 
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*u Supra petram collocata, 

Urbs in portu satis tuto 
De longinqao te saluto, 
Te saluto, te suspiro, 
Te affectO) te require ! 

THE INN AT GENOA. 

A terrace overlooking the sea. Night, 

wo Prince Henry. It is the sea, it is the sea, 

In all its vague immensity, 

Fading and darkening in the distance ! 

Silent, majestical, and slow, 

The white ships haunt it to and fro, 
885 With all their ghostly sails unfurled, 

As phantoms from another world 

Haunt the diin confines of existence ! 

But ah ! how few can comprehend 

Their signals, or to what good end 
340 From land to land they come and go ! 

Upon a sea more vast and dark 

The spirits of the dead embark, 

All voyaging to unknown coasts. 

We wave our farewells from the shore, 
845 And they depart, and come no more. 

Or come as phantoms and as ghosts. 

Above the darksome sea of death 
Looms the great life that is to be, 

347. Sea of Death. AU nations of Aryan descent believed in the eartli- 
encircling Sea or River of Death, which the sonls of the departed traversed 
to reach their future home, the Fortunate Islands. Hence the custom of 
committing the dead to float down rivers like the Gkmges, Nile, or Rhone. 

U 
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A land of cloud and mystery, 
tM A dim mirage, with shapes of men 

Long dead, and passed beyond our ken. 

Awe-struck we gaze, and hold our breath 

Till the fair pageant yanishethy 

Leaving us in perplexity, 
SN And doubtful whether it has been 

A vision of the world unseen, 

Or a bright image of our own 

Against the sky in vapors thrown. 
LuciFEK, singing from the sea. Thou didst not 
make it, thou canst not mend it, 
310 But thou hast the power to end it ! 

The sea is silent, the sea is discreet, 

Deep it lies at thy very feet ; 

There is no confessor like unto Death ! 

Thou canst not see him, but he is near ; 
345 Thou needest not whisper above thy breath. 

And he will hear ; 

He will answer the questions. 

The vague surmises and suggestions. 

That fill thy soul with doubt and fear ! 
3T0 Prince Henry. The fisherman, who lies afloat, 

With shadowy sail, in yonder boat, 

Is singing softly to the Night ! 

But do I comprehend aright 

The meaning of the words he sung 
87B So sweetly in his native tongue ? 

Ah yes I the sea is still and deep. 

All things within its bosom sleep ! 

Hie Nonemen placed their heroes' bodies on ships, Betting fire to them as thej 
floated seaward on the tide. (o. Keary's Ouaines, 276, 296, and Morria^ 
Barthly Paradiu, — Flrologoe.) 
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A single step, and all is o'er ; 

A plunge, a bubble, and no more ; 
880 And thou, dear Elsie, wilt be free 

From martyrdom and agony. 

Elsie, coming from her chamber upon the terrace. 
The night is calm and cloudless. 

And still as still can be. 

And the stars come forth to listen 
S86 To the music of the sea. 

They gather, and gather, and gather, 

Until they crowd the sky, 

And listen, in breathless silence, 

To the solemn litany. 
S80 It begins in rocky caverns. 

As a voice that chants alone 

To the pedals of the organ 

In monotonous undertone ; 

And anon from shelving beaches, 
888 And shallow sands beyond. 

In snow-white robes uprising 

The ghostly choirs respond. 

And sadly and unceasing 

The mournful voice sings on, 
400 And the snow-white choirs still answer 

Christe eleison ! 

Prince Henry. Angel of God ! thy finer sense 
perceives 

Celestial and perpetual harmonies ! 

403. CdesHal and perpetual harmonies convey an allusion to the ancient 
doctrine of the music or harmony of the spheres which originated with Py- 
thagoras ; he held that the motions of the spheres produced sounds depending 
on their distances and velocities^ and as these were determined by the laws of 
harmonical intervals, the notes altc^ther formed a regular musical scale or 
harmony. These sounds we do not hear, either because we have been accn8> 
tomed to them from the first and have had no opportunity of comparing them 
with ailenoe, or because they are so powerful as to exceed our capacities for 
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Thy purer soul, that tremhles and believes, 
«M Hears the archangel's trumpet in the breeze, 

And where the forest rolls, or ocean heaves, 

Cecilia's organ sounding in the seas. 

And tongues of prophets speaking in the leaves. 

But I hear discord only and despair, 
txo And whispers as of demons in the air ! 

AT SEA. 

Il Padrone. The wind upon our quarter lies. 
And on before the freshening gale, 
That fills the snow-white lateen sail, 
Swiftly our light felucca flies. 
41ft Around, the billows burst and foam ; 
They lift her o'er £he sunken rock, 

hearing. To the '* finer mue " of attgels, they were, faowerer, perceptible. 
The ** spheres '* were not the heavenly bodies thenuelves, but crystalline, 
transparent substances in which the bodies were set, and whose daily revolu- 
tion made a celestial music, to which Milton {Hymn to the Nativity) refers : — 

** Ring out, ye crystal spheres, 
Once bless our humble ears.'* 

Some have taken the verse, " When the morning-stars sang together," etc. 
(Job xxxviiL 7), as supporting the theory of ** the music of the spheres," or 
the Platonic belief that the stars were living creatures, but the expression 
is as metaphorical as Shakespeare's assertion {Merchant of Venice^ v. 1), that 
'* not the smallest orb but in his motion like an angel sings." (v. Longfel- 
low's Occultaiion of Orion.) 

407. Cecilia'* organ, Chaucer's " Tale of the Life of St. Cecile," told by 
the second nun to the Canterbury pilgrims (t;. Work*^ Riverside Ed. ii. 68), 
was drawn from the life of the saint in the Aur^i Legenda of Jacobus de 
Voragine. In neither \b any mention made of her invention of the oi^pan, 
which is a later legend, due to the introduction of musical instruments in 
pictures of the saint by artists of the fifteenth and foUowing centuries. 

408. Tongue* in leaves. Gf. : — 

"Our life ... 
Finds tongues in trees,'* etc. 

A* You Hie It, U. 1. 
413. Lateen, A triangular sail used on vessels in the Mediterranean and 
eastern seas. The felucca is a schooner with a helm which can be applied at 
either end of the vessel, as occasion may require. 
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They beat her sides with many a shock, 

And then upon their flowing dome 

They poise her, like a weathercock ! 
4S0 Between us and the western skies 

The hills of Corsica arise ; 

Eastward, in yonder long, blue line. 

The summits of the Apennine, 

And southward, and still far away, 
«25 Salerno, on its sunny bay. 

You cannot see it, where it lies. 

Pkince Henry. Ah, would that never more mine 
eyes 

Might see its towers by night or day ! 
Elsie. Behind us, dark and awfully, 
430 There comes a cloud out of the sea. 

That bears the form of a hunted deer. 

With hide of brown, and hoofs of black, 

And antlers lain upon its back. 

And fleeing fast and wild with fear, 
«3« As if the hounds were on its track ! 

Prince Henry. Lo ! while we gaze, it breaks and 
falls 

In shapeless masses, like the walls 

Of a burnt city. Broad and red 

The fires of the descending sun 
440 Glare through the windows, and o'erhead, 

Athwart the vapors, dense and dun. 

Long shafts of silvery light arise, 

Like rafters that support the skies ! 

Elsie. See ! from its summit the lurid levin 
440 Flashes downward without warning. 

As Lucifer, son of the morning. 

Fell from the battlements of heaven ! 
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Il Padboke. I most entreat you, friends, below I 

The angry storm begins to blow, 
«M For the weather changes with the moon. 

All this morning, until noon, 

We had baffling winds, and sudden flaws 

Struck the sea with their cat's-paws. 

Only a little hour ago 
«M I was whistling to Saint Antonio 

For a capful of wind to fill our sul, 

And instead of a breeze he has sent a gale. 

Last night I saw Saint Elmo's stars, 

462. Flaw*, The word flaw Ib of BcandinaTian origin, and signifies a sodden 
gust of wind, or of snow, rain, or bail, which comes suddenly and as suddoily 
ceases. It is used with that meaning in Hamlet^ t . 1 ; CoriolantUf ▼. 3 ; 27. 
Henry IV. !▼. 4 ; II, Henry VI. iii. 1 ; and PericUSj iiL 1 ; also in Tennyatm's 
Enid. 

453. CaV»-paw», A nantical tenn, used of a light and occasional breeie 
which ruf9ee the surface of the sea during weather otherwise calm. 

46S. WhitUing. As a part of ancient superstition concerning the power of 
eTil spirits over rain and tempests, already alluded to (v. p. 105, note), sailors 
seldom whistled cm ship-board, esteemii^^ that to be a mocking of the Devil, 
who would therefore in rage stir up the wind. They sometimes, however, 
practised it during a dead cahn, and this custom, not unc<»nmon now with 
Englisli sailors, was a direct invocation to '*the prince of the power of the 
air " to exert himself in their behalf. Later, a saint takes the place of the 
demon, and the padrone whistles to one of the patron saints of travellers, St. 
Antony of Padua, (v. Baring-Ooald's Live* of the SawU, June, 181.) 

458. St. Elmo** *tar*. Electric lights seen occasionally on the masts of 
vessels before and after a storm, {v. Horace's Ode*y i. 12, 27, and The Tempett^ 
i. 2.) They were called by the ancients " Castor and Pollux, " from the flames of 
fire which played round the heads of " the great twin brethren " during the 
Argonautic expedition. Dryden, in the Song of a Scholar and hi* Mistre**^ 
speaks of St. Hermo's fire, a name derived from St. Erasmus or Elmo, an Italian 
bishop, who suffered martyrdom, A. d. 296, at FormisB, now Mola di Gaeta, to 
whom the cathedral of that city is dedicated, and from whom the castle of St. 
Elmo in Naples is named. Mrs. Jameson (Sacred and Legendary Art, ii. 328) 
says that the saint is famous on the shores of the Mediterranean, in Spain, and 
Sicily, where the mariners invoke him against storm and tempest ; but the 
probable connection of his name with the electrio light is derived by the Bol« 
landists ( Vita Sanctorum) from the following tradition : St. Elmo, bishop 
of Burgos, in Spain, started one dark, stormy night, to visit Banco, bishop of 
Auvergne. Lighting a candle, he gave it to a boy to carry, and bade him lead 
the way. The rain fell in torrents, the winds were furious and gusty, but the 
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With their glimmering lanterns, all at play 
MO On the tops of the masts and tl\e tips of the spars, 
And I knew we should have foul weather to-day. 
Cheerly, my hearties ! yo heave ho ! 
Brail up the mainsail, and let her go 
As the winds will and Saint Antonio ! 

495 Do you see that livornese felucca, 

That vessel to the windward yonder, 

Running with her gunwale under ? 

I was looking when the wind* overtook her. 

She had all sail set, and the only wonder 
4T0 Is, that at once the strength of the blast 

Did not carry away her mast. 

She is a galley of the Gran Duca, 

That, through the fear of the Algerines,* 

Convoys those lazy brigantines, 
476 Laden with wine and oil from Lucca. 

Now all is ready, high and low ; 

Blow, blow, good Saint Antonio ! 

Ha ! that is the first dash of the rain, 

With a sprinkle of spray above the rails, 

candle burned brilliantly and without flickering, though neither inclosed in a 
lantern nor otherwise protected. Hence the Spaniards call the electric light 
on mast-heads Corpos Santo, and say, "It is St. Elmo." 

465. Livornese. Of Livomo, called in English Leghorn, an Italian port ; It 
was a small fishing village of a few hundred inhabitants until the middle <A 
the sixteenth century, when it inherited the commerce of Pisa, and was en- 
cour^ed by the Medici. 

472. Gran Duca. The Grand Duke of Tuscany. Tuscany, the old Etruria, 
was dirided into powerful commonwealths in the Middle Ages, but was united 
under the family of the Medici, Cosmo dei Medici being made grand duke by 
the pope in 1569. 

475. Lucca. Lucca was one of these aristocratic commonwealths, and was 
«n independent duchy until 1799. Upon the fall of Napoleon it was annexed 
to Tuscany, one sixth of the territory of which is planted with vines and olives. 
Frederick II. was the first to make a profit out of the industries of his subjects 
by monopolies, trading In the com and olive-oil of his Italian states. 

• ru26 page 195. 
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«•• Jost enough to moisten oar sails, 

And make them ready for the strain. 

See how she leaps, as the blasts overtake her, 

And speeds away with a bone in her mouth ! 

Now keep her head toward the soath, 
«M And there is no danger of bank or breaker. 

With the breeze behind us, on we go ; 

Not too much, good Saint Antonio ! 

. VI. 

THE SCHOOL OF SALERNO.* 

A travetting Scholtutie affixing kis Theses to the gate of the CoUege.i 
Scholastic. There, that is my gauntlet, my ban- 
ner, my shield, 

• Salanio, a aeaport of 20,000 inhabitants, on the Gulf of that name, thirty- 
tbree miles soatheast of M^tlea, ooenpies the site of an ancient Greek colony 
and of the Boman city Salemum, founded 194 m. c, to check the Pioentinea. 
It waa the seat of a Uahopric in the sixth century, and, at the end of the aer- 
•nth, of a Benedictine monastery, this order having taken an advanced porition 
in the monastic study of medicine, which prerioualy was a mixtore of magic 
and superstition. From that time a school grew up, in which medicine was 
taught, as well as law and philosophy, but the '* University of Salerno," which 
was entirely under secular control, was founded in 1150. In the ninth century 
Salemitan physicians were spoken of, and the city was known as Civita* Hip- 
\ poenUiea, and was called later, by Petrarch, ** the fountain of medicine," /ons 
medicina. Royal personages recorted to It for treatment, as Duke William 
of Normandy (William the Conqueror), and the Bmperor Henry IL It 
reached its highest reputation during the crusades, and had declined by the 
middle of the fourteenth century, being obscured by the fame of the univer- 
sities of Bologna and Paris, and the foundation of the schools ci Naples and 
Montpellier. It was dissolved by an edict of Napoleon in 1811. («. p. 196 ) 

t It was part of the philosophic knight-exrantry of the times in which the 
action of this poem is laid, that doctors should travel from school to school. 
Inviting discussions, especially on the great conflict between Nomlnahsm and 
Realism. This scholastic is a Nominalist, and is attacking the pantheistio 
Ideas of the Realists, of whom John Scotus was a leader, {v. Milman's JxU. 
Chriti.^ Bk. ziv. ch. 3.) 

1. Oauntiet. The glove waa employed as a token of a challmge to fight, as a 
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Hung up as a challenge to all the field ! 

One hundred and twenty-five propositions, 

Which I will maintain with the sword of the tongue 
B Against all disputants, old and young. 

Let us see if doctors or dialecticians 

Will dare to dispute my definitions, 

Or attack- any one of my, learned theses. 

Here stand I ; the end shall be as God pleases. 
10 I think I have proved, by profound researches. 

The error of all those doctrines so vicious 

Of the old Areopagite Dionysius, 

That are making such terrible work in the churches. 

By Michael the Stammerer sent from the East, 
u And done into Latin by that Scottish beast, 

Johannes Duns Scotus. who dares to maintain, 

qnnbol of the coan^ of the hand that wore it. Hence to hang up a gloye in 
a church was a public challenge, jurt as a notice aflSxed to a church door is a 
public notice. 

9. Here stand I. Like Luther, at the Diet of Worms, who, when asked If he 
fltHl maintained his position, replied, ** Here I stand ; I cannot do otherwise ; 
God help me ; Amen." The scholastic affixes his propositions to the gate 
as Luther nailed his theses to the church door of Wittenberg. 

12. Dionytiua, Supposed to haye been the judge of the court of the Are- 
opagus, before which St. Paul ^tpeared. {v. AeU xvii. 19. ) Certain works <A 
the Alexandrian sohool, written about 500 a. d., were attributed to him, as 
the Book of the Divine Names^ and that on the Celestial ffierarchy, to which 
leferenoe has been made. (v. note to p. 67.) 

14. Michael the Stammerer succeeded Leo the Armenian as Emperor of 
the East, a. d. 820. He sent to the Western emperor, Louis le Debonnaire, a 
copy of the writings attributed to Dionysius, which were transHted into 
Latin by John Sootus Erlgena (not Duns Scotus). These writings contained 
oriental ideas purged of pantheism. Erigena, however, did not maintain the 
same reserve as the author, but drew from them a vast system of pantheism. 
{v. Milman, Kc. xiv. ch. 2.) John Scotus Erigena, a native of Ireland (hence 
his name, Scotia being an ancient name of that country), called by HvIIam, in 
a literary and philosophical sense, the mo?t remarkable man of the Dark Ages, 
Hved in the ninth century. Dims Scotus, bom at Dunston, England, from 
whose name the word "dunce ** is derived, founder of the school called the 
Beotiats, snmamed the SubUe Doctor, from his skill as a metaphysician, was 
a Franciscan friar, professor at Oxford and Paris in the fourteenth century, 
wad the rival of St. Thomas Aquinas. 
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In the face of the tnith, the error infernal, 
That the universe is and most he eternal ; 
At first laying down, as a fact fundamental, 

M That nothing with God can he accidental ; 
Then asserting that God before the creation 
Could not have existed, because it is plain 
That, had he existed, he would have created ; 
Which is begging the question that should be de- 
bated, 

« And moveth me less to anger than laughter. 
All nature, he holds, is a respiration 






> 

"^ 18. Eternal. The struggle between the Nominaliata and Bealists concerned 

itaelf with things as they are grouped under oommon names on the ground of 
v^ qualities oommon to them all, hence called Universals. Is the nniveraal a 

-\,\. simple conception of the mind, or an external and substantial reality ? Is It 
a name or an entity ? To the Nominalist uniyersals were names, to the Bealiat 
they were realities. Both sides were denounced at diilerent times as heter- 
odox, but a modified nominalism finally gained the day. {v. Trench's Led. on 
Med. Ch. Hitt. 268.) That the universe is eternal is derived from Aristotle, 
who maintained that motion is eternal, for if the motion had a beginning, 
there must already have been some motion when it came into existence ; for 
transition from potentiality into actuality, and from non-existence into ex- 
istence, alwajrs implies motion ; if there liad been a previous motion it must 
have been without a beginning, or else the series would have to be carried 
back ad infinitum. On the same principle he maintained that time is eter^ 
," nal, for time is related to and connected with motion ; there is no motion 
. except in time, and time can only be perceived by motion. In this way Aris- 
„ • totle proved the eternity of the universe, but these doctrines were considered 
*^ pantheistic at a certain period of the Middle Ages, and the works of this phi- 
^' y losopher were condemned at a synod held in Paris in 1209. 

20. Accidental. According to Aristotle none of the products of nature are 

"due to cliance. That which is due to chance does not reappear conatantiy nor 

f requentty, but all products of nature do reappear either constantly or at least 

* ^ frequently. If the parts of the universe are not accidental, the whole universe 

, .'^ cannot be considered as the result of chance. Natural products, again, are 

' ^ not accidental ; because they are essential, t. e. there is a cause which neoei^ 

^ sitates that they should be in their actual condition, and on account of that 

"N^ cause they are Just as they in reality are. 

^ 26. All nature. A caricature of the pantheistic reasoning of the BeaUsta 

^'^ Pantheistic mysticism acquired in the Middle Ages an extraordinary popular* 

"^^ Ity, to which the religious feeling excited by the Black Death contributed. 

Lecky calls the writings attributed to Dionysius, sometimes called " Pseudo* 

DionysiuB," " the Bible of Mysticism." {HUt. of Rationalism in Europe, 344.) 
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Of the Spirit of God, who, in breathing, hereafter 
Will inhale it into his bosom again, 
So that nothing but God alone will remain, 
so And therein he contradicteth himself ; 

For he opens the whole discussion by stating, 

That God can only exist in creating. 

That question I think I have laid on the shelf ! 

He goes out. Two Doctors come in disputing, and followed hypu* 

pils.* 

Doctor Serafino. I, with the Doctor Seraphic, . 
maintain, 
35 That a word which is only conceived in the brain 
Is a type of eternal Generation ; 
The spoken word is the. Incarnation. 
Doctor Cheritbino. What do I care for the 
Doctor Seraphic, 
With all his wordy chaffer and traffic ? 
40 Doctor Serafino. You make but a paltry show 
of resistance ; 
Uniyersals have no real existence ! 
Doctor Cherubino. Your words are but idle and 
empty chatter ; 
Ideas are eternally joined to matter ! 

* It was incnmbent upon every doctor or master, even before the twelfth 
century, to hold from time to thne a public disputation in the university, at 
which the doctors, bachelors, and students were present. The presiding 
doctor took from the text-book a certain passage, which was discussed by the 
bachelors, the doctor pronouncing a decision. These discussions sometimes 
lasted a fortnight, and were c<mducted in Latin. 

34. Doctor Seraphic. St. Bonaventura, an eminent scholastic theologian, 
bom in Italy in 1221 ; called the Seraphic from his fervid eloquence. Except 
Thomas Aquinas he is the most celebrated doctor of the Uiddle Ages. By the 
two all previous theological labors were reduced to a aystem. 

42. Cherubino. Dr. Serafino represents the Nominalists ; Dr. Cherubino \ 
the Realists. The Nominalists were often condemned as atheists, the Realists 
as pantheists. Thus John Huaa wm ooodemzied as a Realist, which in hia 
time was heresy. 
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Doctor Sebafino. May the Lord have mercy on 
your positioii, 
tf You wretched, wrangling culler of herbs ! 

Doctor Cherubino. May he send your soul to 
eternal perdition, 
For your Treatise on the Irregular Verbs ! 
They Tuth <mt fighting. Two Scholars come in.* 

First Scholar. Monte Cassino, then, is your 
College. 
What think you of ours here at Salem ? 
M Second Scholar. To tell the truth, I arrived so 
lately, 
I hardly yet have had time to discern. 
So much, at least, I am bound to acknowledge : 
The air seems healthy, the buildings stately. 
And on the whole I like it greatly. 
w First Scholar. Yes, the air is sweet ; the Ca- 
labrian hills 
Send us down puffs of mountain air ; 
And in summer-time the sea-breeze fiUs 

* Theie were the " undergnduates *' of the uniTenitiea, candidates for the 
bachelor^s degree. The next degree was that of licentiate, giving the holder 
a license to teach ; then came that of doctor or master, master being a title 
of courtesy, doctor that of a profession, as, " Magister Johannes, doctor in 
tiieologia." 

48. Monte CasHno. A celebrated Benedictine monastery, (m the summit 
of a mountain half-way between Rome and Naples, founded by St. Benedict 
In 529, the parent of all the monasteries of that order. For its services in 
preserving the classic authors and discovering the writings of such as Pliny, 
Ballust, and Cicero, and in maintaining the study of literature during the 
Dark Ages, it was exempted from confiscation by the Italian government in 
1873. (v., however, 8ymonds*s Benaissance in Italy ^ pt. ii. 133.) A school 
of medicine was established there before the ninth century. Moot of the sick 
who resorted to it sought merely to touch the relics of St. Matthew, the pa* 
trtm saint of the convent ; but they received there, in addition, the ministra- 
tions of a community which had made a serious study of medicine, (o. 
Longfellow's Translation of the PtttodUOt Canto XXTT, notes, and his poem 
Monte Catsino.) 
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With its coolness cloister, and court, and square. 
Then at every season of the year 
•0 There are crowds of gaests and travellers here ; 
Pilgrims, and mendicant friars, and traders 
From the Levant, with figs and wine, 
And bands of wounded and sick Crusaders, 
Coming back from Palestine. 
•s Second Scholar. And what are the studies you 
pursue ? 
What is the course you here go through ? 

FiBST Scholar. The first three years of the col- 
lege course 
Are given to Logic alone, as the source 
Of all that is noble, and wise, and true. 
70 Second Scholar. That seems rather strange, I 
must confess, 
In a Medical School ; yet, nevertheless, 
You doubtless have reasons for that. 

First Scholar. O yes ! 

For none but a clever dialectician 
T6 Can hope to become a gi*eat physician ; 
That has been settled long ago. 

61. Pilgrims, Tbe situation of Salerno, lying towards the south, backed by 
wooded mountains covered with medicinal herbs and supplied with excellent 
water, was noted in ancient times for its salubrity, and pilgrimages of the 
sick began to be made to it as early as the beginning of the ninth century. 
Being the capital of a province and one of the strongholds of the House of 
Hohenstaufen, it shared the activity of the crusades, particularly of the one 
contemporary with the action of this poem, under Frederick XL 

68. Logic, The poet here quotes from the rules established for the school 
of Salerno by the Emperor Frederick, which will be found epitomized in 
8prengel*8 Geschichie der Arzneikunde, iL ch. 7. In the mediaeval universi- 
ties the studies of the first course, the Triviuniy included grammar, logic, and 
rhetoric, being those which concerned man in his relations to his fellow-man. 
Those of the Quadriviumf the higher division of the seven liberal arts, were 
music, arithmetic, geometry, and astronomy, teaching the student concerning 
the material world. They all referred more or less directly to theol<^7. 
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Log^c makes an important part 

Of the mysteiy of the healing art ; 

For without it how coold you hope to show 
to That nohody knows so much as you know ? 

After this there are five years more 

Devoted wholly to medicine, 

With lectures on chirurgical lore, 

And dissections of the hodies of swine, 
M As likest the human form divine. 

Second Scholar. What are the books now most 

in vogue ? 
FiBST ScHOLAB. Quite an extensive catalogue ; 

Mostly, however, books of our own ; 

As Grariopontus' Passionarius, 
to And the writings of Matthew Platearius ; 

And a volume universally known 

As the Regimen of the School of Salem, 

For Robert of Normandy written in terse 

And very elegant Latin verse. 

84. DUsecUotu. The general plan of treatmoit tai^fht at the school of Bar 
lemo was dietetic nther than pharmaceutical, although the art of prepaiing 
diiigs had reached a high degree of predrion there. Anatomy was but little 
regarded, but demonstrations of the structure of the body were given on 
swine, according to the directions of Galen. 

89. Gariopontits. A. professor of the school, who lived in the eleventh cen- 
tury. The works published under his name at Lyons in 1525, deluding the 
Passionariui, were written in a barbarous mixture of Greek, Arabic, and 
Latin. 

90. Matthew PUUearius, first of a family of physicians bearing that name, 
lived at Salerno in the twelfth century, and was called one of the most dis- 
tinguished of its professors ; he was the author of the ProHca, or medical 
compendium. These teachers flourished before the introduction of the Ara- 
bian system of medicine. 

92. Regimen. The maxims of the school of Salerno were collected and 
abridged in the form of aphorisms in leonine verse in 1110, and were dedicated 
to Robert, son of William the Conqueror, who visited Salerno for the cure of 
a wound received in Palestine. These aphorisms remained in vogue long after 
the school had disappeared. 
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•B Each of these writings has its turn. 

And when at length we have finished these, 

Then comes the struggle for degrees, 

With all the oldest and ablest critics ; 

The public thesis and disputation, 
100 Question, and answer, and explanation 

Of a passage out of Hippocrates, 

Or Aristotle's Analytics. 

There the triumphant Magister stands ! 

A book is solemnly placed in his hands, 
105 On which he swears to follow the rule 

And ancient forms of the good old School ; 

To report if any confectionarius 

Mingles his drugs with matters various. 

And to visit his patients twice a day, 
110 And once in the night, if they live in town, 

And if they are poor, to take no pay. 

101. Hippoeraies. The most eminent physician of antiquity ; bom in the isl- 
and of Cos, 460 B. c. He was the author of several works, and substituted ex- 
periment and observation for speculative theories. "The treasures of Gre- 
cian medicine," says Qibbon, " had been communicated to the Arabian 
colonies of Africa, Spain, and Sicily ; and in the intercourse of peace and war, 
a spark of knowledge had been kindled and cherished at Salerno, an illustri- 
ous city, in which the men were honest, and the women beautiful." {Decline 
and Fall, ch. Ivi.) 

102. Analytics. The works of Aristotle were also translated by the Ara- 
bians, after 1128, and thus introduced in the Latin language to Western sci- 
ence, for until the thirteenth century the Middle Ages were unacquainted 
with Qreek ; although at first repudiated by the Church, these writings were 
soon placed by the Schoolmen almost on a level with the Fathers, so that 
their author was called *' the philosopher," without being named, "Master of 
those who know," and the forerunner of Christ in the kingdom of nature. 
His reputation declined with that of the Schoolmen. 

111. Take no pay. These were among the rules prescribed by Frederick IL 
No one eould practise medicine during this time in the Kingdom of Naples 
without a rigid examination at the School of Salerno, where he promised on oath 
to visit the sick twice a day, if necessary, and not to combine with druggists to 
raise the price of medicine. Following a successful examination the candi- 
date was admitted to the degree of master, and received a license to practise, 
as here described. 
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Having f aithfally promised these, 

His head is crowned with a laurel crown ; 

A kiss on his cheek, a ring on his hand, 
U5 The Magister Artium et Fhysices 

Goes forth from the school like a lord of the land. 

And now, as we have the whole morning before as, 

Let us go in, if you make no objection. 

And listen awhile to a learned prelection 
ISO On Marcus Aurelius Cassiodorus. 

They go in. Enter Lucifbr as a Doctor. 

Lucifer. This is the great School of Salem ! 

A land of wrangling and of quarrels. 

Of brains that seethe, and hearts that bum, 

Where every emulous scholar hears, 
isi In every breath that comes to his ears, 

The rustling of another's laurels ! 

The air of the place is called salubrious ; 

The neighborhood of Vesuvius lends it 

An odor volcanic, that rather mends it, 
uo And the buildings have an aspect lugubrious, 

That inspires a feeling of awe and terror 

Into the heart of the beholder. 

And befits such an ancient homestead of error, 

Where the old falsehoods moulder and smoulder, 
186 And yearly by many hundred hands 

Are carried away, hi the zeal of youth, 

And sown like tares in the field of truth. 

To blossom and ripen in other lands. 

What have we here, affixed to the gate ? 

120. Cassiodorus. A Latin htetorian uid atatesman, born about 470 a. d. ; 
was the chief minister of Theodoric theOoth ; wrote a history of that people; 
founded, after his retirement from public life, the abbey of Viviers, and com« 
posed treatiees on the liberal arts for the school which he e«tabli>ihed there -> 
perhaps the first Church School in Europe. 
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140 The challenge of some scholastic wight, 

Who wishes to hold a public debate 

On sundry questions wrong or right ! 

Ah, now this is my great delight ! 

For I have often observed of late 
140 That such discussions end in a fight. 

Let us see what the learned wag maintains 

With such a prodigal waste of brains. 

Heads. 

" Whether angels in moving from place to place 
Pass through the intermediate space. 
150 Whether God himself is the author of evil, 
Or whether that is the work of the Devil. 
When, where, and wherefore Lucifer fell, 
And whether he now is chained in helL" 

I think I can answer that question well ! 
166 So long as the boastful human mind 

Consents in such mills as this to grind, 

I sit very firmly upon my throne ! 

Of a truth it almost makes me laugh. 

To see men leaving the golden grain 
160 To gather in piles the pitiful chaff 

That old Peter Lombard thrashed with his brain, 

145. Discussions. Learned doctors disputed at all hours and in all places, 
even coming to blows upon such questions as whether one angel illumines 
another ; whether a lower angel dare to speak to one of higher degree ; whether 
the language of one angel is known to another ; how many angels can stand on 
the point of a needle ; whether we are bound to love a possible angel more 
than an actually existing fly, etc. 

ICl. Peter Lombard. Bom in Lombardy in the twelfth century, studied at 
Paris, of which he became bishop ; died 1160. His chief work, The Four 
Books of Sentences^ is a collection of the opinions of the Fathers upon the- 
ology and philosophy. It became a standard of authority, and was approved 
by the fourth Lateran Council, 1215. This and the S7tmtna of Thomas Aqui* 
nas furnished the texts of the learned world and the Church. 

12 
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To have it canght np and tossed again 
On the horns of the Dnmh Ox of Cologne ! 

But my guests approach ! there is in the air 
iM A fragrance, like that of the Beautiful Grarden 

Of Paradise, in the days that were ! 

An odor of innocence, and of prayer, 

And of love, and faith that never fails, 
, Such as the fresh young heart exhales 
»• Before it begins to wither and harden ! 

I cannot breathe such an atmosphere ! 

My soul is filled with a nameless fear. 

That, after all my trouble and pain, 

After all my restless endeavor, 
ITS The youngest, fairest soul of the twain, 

The most ethereal, most divine, 

Will escape from my h^nds forever and ever. 

But the other is already mine ! 

Let him live to corrupt his race, 
ato Breathing among them, with every breath, 

Weakness, selfishness, and the base 

And pusillanimous fear of death. 

I know his nature, and I know 

162. Tossed again. Because St. Thomas Aquinas wrote Textus Sententi- 
tarum^ a commentary upon, and an amplification of, the Liber SenterUiartan of 
Tfeter Lombard. 

163. Dumb Or, or ** the Dumb Ox of Sicily," was the nickname given to 
Thomas Aquinas by his fellow-students of Cologne, because, while they di»> 
puted loudly, he remained in his place without a word ; his tutor, Albextus 
Magnus, reproved them, however, saying that the " Dumb Ox " would one 
day fill the world with his lowing. He was afterward called the Angelic 
Doctor, and the Universal Doctor, from the extent of his learning, the Father 
of Monastic Theology, the Fifth Father of the Church, etc. He waa the legi»> 
later of the mediaeval Church and the great light of the Dominican order, as 
8t. Bonaventura of the Franciscans. Bom at Aquino, Italy, in 1226, he died 
at the age of forty-eight, (v. MUman, Lai. Christ,^ Bk. xiv. ch. iiL) 
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That of all who in my ministry 
1S6 Wander the great earth to and £ro, 
And on my errands come and go, 
The safest and subtlest are such as he. 

Enter Prince Henry and Elsie, voith attendants. 

Prince Hexrt. Can you direct us to Friar Ah;- 

gelo? 
LiTGiFEB. He stands before you. 
190 Prince Henrt. Then you know our purpose. 
I am Prince Henry of Hoheneck, and this 
The maiden that I spake of in my letters. 

Lucifer. It is a veiy grave and solemn business ! 
We must not be precipitate. Does she 
196 Without compulsion, of her own free will, 
Consent to this ? 

Prince Henrt. Against all opposition, 
Against all prayers, entreaties, protestations. 
She will not be persuaded. 
ai»o Lxtcifer. That is strange ! 

Have you thought well of it ? 

Elsie. I come not here 

To argue but to die. Your business is not 
To question, but to kill me. I am ready. 
905 I am impatient to be gone from here 
£re any thoughts of earth disturb again 
The spirit of tranquillity within me. 

PiCiNCE Henrt. Would I had not come here! 
Would I were dead. 
And thou wert in thy cottage in the forest, 
910 And hadst not known me ! Why have I done this ? 
Let me go back and die. 

Elsie. It cannot be ; 

Not if these cold flat stones on which we tread 
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Were coulters heated white, and yonder gateway 
lu Flamed like a furnace with a sevenfold heat. 

I must fulfil my purpose. 

Prixge Henby. I forbid it ! 

Not one step farther. For I only meant 

To put thus far thy courage to the proof. 
"^ It is enough. I, too, have strength to die, 

For thou hast taught me ! 

Elsie. O my Prince ! remember 

Your promises. Let me fulfil my errand. 

You do not look on life and death as I do. 
ts5 There are two angels, that attend unseen 

Each one of us, and in great books record 

Our good and evil deeds. He who writes down 

The good ones, after every action closes 

His volume, and ascends with it to God. 
ts« The other keeps his dreadful day-book open 

Till sunset, that we may repent ; which doing. 

The record of the action fades away. 

And leaves a line of white across the page. 

Now if my act be good, as I believe, 
U5 It cannot be recalled. It is already 

Sealed up in heaven, as a good deed accomplished. 

The rest is yours. Why wait you ? I am ready. 

To her attendants. 

Weep not, my friends ! rather rejoice with me. 
I shall not feel the pain, but shall be gone, 
■40 And you will have another friend in heaven. 
Then start not at the creaking of the door 

Through which I pass. I see what lies beyond it. 

To Prince Hsnby. 

And you, O Prince ! bear back my benison 
Unto my father's house, and all within it. 
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S46 This morning in the church I prayed for them, 
After confession, after absolution, 
When my whole soul was white, I prayed for them. 
Grod will take care of them, they need me not. 
And in your life let my remembrance linger, 
260 As something not to trouble and disturb it. 
But to complete it, adding life to life. 
And if at times beside the evening fire 
You see my face among the other faces. 
Let it not be regarded as a ghost 
soo That haunts your house, but as a guest that loves 
you. 
Nay, even as one of your own family, 
Without whose presence there were something 

wanting. 
I have no more to say. Let us go in. 

Fbikce Henry, Friar Angelo! I charge you on 
your life, 
MO Believe not what she says, for she is mad, 
And comes here not to die, but to be healed. 
Elsie. Alas ! Prince Henry ! 
Lucifer. Come with me ; this way. 

Elsie goes in with Lucifer, who thrusts Pbincb Henby back 

and closes the door. 

Prince Henry. Gone ! and the light of all my 
life gone with her ! 
S60 A sudden darkness falls upon the world ! 
O, what a vile and abject thing am I, 
That purchase length of days at such a cost ! 
Not by her death alone, but by the death 
Of all that *8 good and true and noble in me ! 
STO All manhood, excellence, and self-respect, 

All love, and faith, and hope, and heart are dead I 
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All my divine nobility of natare 
By Uiis one act is forfeited forever. 
I am a Prince in nothing but in name ! 

To ike attendant, 

tn Why did you let this horrible deed be done ? 
Why did yon not lay hold on her, and keep her 
From self-destruction ? Angelo ! murderer ! 
SiruggUs at the door but cannot open it. 
Elsie, within. Farewell, dear Prince I farewell ! 
Prince Hemby. Unbar the door I 

MS LuGiFEB. It is too late ! 

Prince Henry. It shall not be too late ! 

They butret the door open and rush in. 



THE FARM-HOUSE IN THE ODENWALD. 

Ubsula 9pinmn§. Summer afternoon, A table epread. 
Ursula. I have marked it well, — it must be 
true, — 

Death never takes one alone, but two I 

Whenever he enters in at a door, 
sw Under roof of gold or roof of thatch, 

He always leaves it upon the latch, 

And comes again ere the year is o'er. 

Never one of a household only ! 

Perhaps it is a mercy of Grod, 
i9« Lest the dead there under the sod. 

In the land of strangers, should be lonely ! 

Ah me I I think I am lonelier here ! 

It is hard to go, — but harder to stay ! 

Were it not for the children, I should pray 
MS That Death would take me within the year I 

And Gottlieb I — he is at work all day. 
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In the sonny field, or the forest murk, 

Bat I know that his thoughts are far away, 

I know that his heart is not in his work ! 
soo And when he comes home to me at night 

He is not cheery, hut sits and sighs, 

And I see the great tears in his eyes, 

And try to be cheerful for his sake. 

Only the children's hearts are light. 
806 Mine is weary, and ready to break. 

God help us ! I hope we have done right ; 

We thought we were acting for the best ! 
Locking through the open door. 

Who 'is it coming under the trees ? 

A man in the Prince's livery dressed ! 
810 He looks about him with doubtful face. 

As if uncertain of the place. 

He stops at the beehives ; — now he sees 

The garden gate ; — he is going past ? 

Can he be afraid of the bees ? 
810 No ; he is coming in at last ! 

He fills my heart with strange alarm ! 

Enter a Forester. 
Forester.* Is this the tenant Gottlieb's farm ? 
Ursula. This is his farm, and 1 his wife. 
Pray sit. What may your business be ? 

* In the early Middle Ages when a forest was legally a wooded tract set apart 
for the king's pleasure, in which forest law was administered in forest courts, 
to the exclusion of the common law, a forester was an officer who was sworn 
to preserve the beasts and birds of the forest, chase and warren. In modem 
Germany, the forest service is a department of state, filled by youth of good 
family, who are specially trained, at the eight or more forest academies situ- 
ated in different parts of the empire and controlled by a central office in Ber- 
lin, in the science of sylviculture, and the economical management of woodland. 

317. TencaU. The condition of the German peasantry varied at different 
times during the Middle Ages. (v. Freytag's Pictures of German LifCj second 
aories, L ch. 1.) 
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tso Forester. News from the Prince I 

Ursula. Of death or life ? 

Forester. Yoa put yonr questions eagerly ! 
Ursula. Answer me, then ! How is the Prince ? 
Forester. I left him only two hours since 
su Homeward returning down the river, 
As strong and well as if God, the Giver, 
Had given him back his youth again. 

Ursula, despairing. Then £lsie, my poor child, 

is dead ! 
Forester. That, my good woman, I have not siud. 
tM Don't cross the bridge till you come to it, 
Is a proverb old, and of excellent wit. 

Ursula. Keep me no longer in this pain ! 
Forester. It is true your daughter is no more ; — 
That is, the peasant she was before. 
SM Ursula. Alas ! I am simple and lowly bred, 
I am poor, distracted, and forlorn. 
And it is not well that you of the court 
Should mock me thus, and make a sport 
Of a joyless mother whose child is dead, 
MO For you, too, were of mother born ! 

Forester. Your daughter lives, and the Prince 
is well ! 
You will learn erelong how it all befell. 
Her heart for a moment never failed ; 
But when they reached Salerno's gate, 
•« The Prince's nobler self prevailed, 
And saved her for a nobler fate. 
And he was healed, in his despair. 
By the touch of St. Matthew's sacred bones ; 

848. St. Matthew^t bona. The Cathedral of Salerno, erected by Robert 
ftuiacard, contains an ancient tomb said to hold the remains of St. Matthew, 
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Though I think the long ride in the open air, 
soo That pilgrimage over stocks and stones, 

In the miracle must come in for a share ! 
Ursula. Virgin ! who lovest the poor and lowly 

If the loud cry of a mother's heart 

Can ever ascend to where thou art, 
806 Into thy blessed hands and holy 

Receive my prayer of praise and thanksgiving ! 

Let the hands that bore our Saviour bear it 

Into the awful presence of God ; 

For thy feet with holiness are shod, 
S60 And if thou bearest it he will hear it. 

Our child who was dead again is living ! 

Forester. I did not tell you she was dead ; 

If you thought so *t was no fault of mine ; 

At this very moment, while I speak, 
S65 They are sailing homeward down the Rhine, 

In a splendid barge, with golden prow, 

And decked with banners white and red 

As the colors on your daughter's cheek. 

They call her the Lady Alicia now ; 
»70 For the Prince in Salerno made a vow 

That Elsie only would he wed. 

Ursula. Jesu Maria ! what a change ! 

All seems to me so weird and strange ! 

Forester I saw her standing on the deck, 
876 Beneath an awning cool and shady ; 

Her cap of velvet could not hold 

The tresses of her hair of gold, 

which, with those of St. Thecla and other saints, were brought there from 
PBeatum in 954, and were believed to perform miraculous cures. As the altar 
of the chapels of the Roman catacombs was the tomb of a martyr, the cu8> 
torn was early adopted of placing relics of martyred saints beneath the 
altars of churches, generally the high altar. 
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That flowed and floated like the stream, 

And fell in masses down her neck. 
tto As fair and lovely did she seem 

As in a story or a dream 

Some beautiful and foreign lady. 

And the Prince looked so grand and proud, 

And waved his hand thus to the crowd 
tu That gazed and shouted from the shore, 

All down the river, long and loud. 

Ursula. We shall behold our child once more ; 

She is not dead ! She is not dead ! 

God, listening, must have overheard 
•o« The prayers, that, without sound or word. 

Our hearts in secrecy have said ! 

O, bring me to her ; for mine eyes 

Are hungry to behold her face ; 

My very soul within me cries ; 
t95 My very hands seem to caress her. 

To see her^ gaze at her, and bless her, 

Dear Elsie, child of God and grace ! 
Croes out toward the garden. 

Forester. There goes the good woman out of 
her head ; 
And Gottlieb's supper is waiting here ; 
400 A very capacious flagon of beer, 
And a very portentous loaf of bread. 
One would say his grief did not much oppress him. 
Here 's to the health of the Prince, God bless him ! 

He drinks. 

Ha ! it buzzes and stings like a hornet ! 
40ft And what a scene there, through the door ! 
The forest behind and the garden before. 
And midway an old man of threescore. 
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With a wife and children that caress him. 
Let me try still further to cheer and adorn it 
410 With a meny, echoing blast of my comet ! 

Goes out blowing his horn. 



THE CASTLE OF VAUTSBERG ON THE RHINE .♦ 

Pbqccb Henby and EiisiE standing on the terrace at evening. 
The sound of bells heard from a distance. 

Prince Henby. We are alone. The wedding 
gaests . 
Ride down the hill, with plumes and cloaks, 
And the descending dark invests ^ . / 

The Niederwaldy and all the nests J< T- • - ■ ' 

«i* Among its hoar and haunted oaks. 

Elsie. What bells are those, that ring so slow, 
So mellow, musical, and low ? 

Prince Henrt. They are the bells of Geisen- 
heim. 
That with their melancholy chime 
«so Ring out the curfew of the sun. 

* Longfellow mentioiiB in the note-book of his first trip to Europe : " I leave 
untold the wonders of the wondrous Rhine, a fascinating theme. Not even 
the beauties of the Yautsberg and the Bingenloch shall detain me." — Outre- 
Mer,3S9. 

414. Niederwald. The heights above the vineyards of Riidesheim and As^ 
mannshansMi, opposite Bingen, now crowned by the national monoment to 
united Oermany. 

418. Qei$enheim^ a town on the right bank of the Rhine, above Bingen, 
oontaining a famous vineyard. Charlemagne's wine-cellar was near Oeisen> 
heim. 

420. Curfew^ or Couvre-feu ; a Norman ordinance introduced into England 
by William the Conqueror, as a means of preventing conflagrations, which 
were frequent and destructive of life and property. All iires were to be extin- 
guished at eight o'clock in the evening. Hence the bell announcing the hour 
was oaUed the curfew, as in Gray's Eleffy. In popular superstition, it was 
the signal for ghosts to walk, to which Prince Henry alludes on p. 191 ; also 
for elves and fairies, (v. The Tempettf v. 1 ; King Lear, iiL 4 ; Romeo and Ju- 
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Elsie. Listen, beloved. 
Prince Henbt. They are done ! 

Dear Elsie ! many years ago 
Those same soft bells at eventide 
«ss Rang in the ears of Charlemagne, 
As, seated by Fastrada's side 
At Ingelheim, in all his pride 
He heard their sound with secret pain. 
Elsie. Their voices only speak to me 
4S0 Of peace and deep tranquillity, 
And endless confidence in thee ! 

Prince Henrt. Thou knowest the story of her 
ring, 

Ud, It. 4.) A writer in NoU» and Queries aays that there is no reason to 
doubt that the early morning bell and the curfew were, in pre-Ref onnation 
times, used for the morning and evening Angelus. (v. p. 34, note.) The car> 
few was then called by a Latin equivalent, Ignitegium. It is still rung in 
many villages in England, but has lost its ancient name, being called " the 
eight o'clock belL" 

426. Fastrada was Charlemagne's third wife, the daughter of a Frankish no- 
bleman. Her conduct was oppressive and merciless, and produced a revolt 
of a part of the Emperor's subjects. She died at Frankfort, and her tomb is 
shown in Mayence Cathedral. Charlemagne then married Luitgarde, a (Ger- 
man. Othello (iii. 4) gave Deademona a handkerchief having the talismanio 
power of Fastrada's ring. The story of Charlemagne's magic gem is doubtless 
derived from the Talmudic-Koranic legend of the four jewels given to Solo- 
mon, and set in a signet ring, by which he obtained control of the animal and 
spiritual kingdoms, and which was buried with him, to be guarded by angela 
till the resurrection day. (v. Weil's Biblical Legends^ 200.) 

427. Ingelheim^ where Charlemagne built a magnificent palace, which he 
decorated with one hundred columns of marble and porphyry, the spoila of 
Roman buildings, and with rich mosaics sent him from Ravenna by the Pope, 
is now a small village, one and a half miles from the Rhine. The site of the 
edifice, which was the Emperor's favorite place of residence, is occupied by 
mud hovels and a Jewish cemetery, and the only relics remaining of it are a 
few fragments of pillars in a church. 

432. Ring. The gem here spoken of as Fastrada's ring was given to Charle- 
magne by the Evil One in the form of a serpent, in gratitude for an act of 
justice done his Satanic Majesty by the Emperor. It possessed the power of 
making its owner especially loved, and was therefore prized so highly by the 
Queen, to whom it was given and who knew its virtues, that she placed it 
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How, when the court went hack to Aix, 
Fastrada died ; and how the king 
«S5 Sat watching hy her nig|it and day. 
Till into one of the hlue lakes, 
Which water that delicious land, 
They cast the ring, drawn from her hand ; 
And the great monarch sat serene 
MO And sad heside the fated shore, 
Nor left the land forevermore. 
Elsie. That was true love. 
Prince Henry. For him the queen 

. Ne'er did what thou hast done for me. 
446 Elsie. Wilt thou as fond and faithful he ? 

Wilt thou so love me after death ? 
\ Fringe Henrt. In life's delight, in death's dis- 
^^^^' ™ay, * " 

under her tongru*) in the hour of death. It was buried with her ; owing to its 
power Charlemagne could not separate himself from the body, but had it ex- 
hnmed, and carried it about with him for eighteen years. At the end of that 
time a courtier gained possession of the precious stone, and Charlemagne^s 
affection was at once diverted to him, until, in a fit of anger, the nobleman 
threw it into a hot spring. Powerfully attracted to the spot where the gem 
lay hidden, Charlemagne founded upon it the city of Aix-la-Chapelle, where 
he subsequently resided and was buried. This myth is one of the mediaeval 
stories concerning the gratitude of the Devil towards his benefactors which 
have been collected in Conway^s History of Demonology^ ii. 395. By another 
myth, the gem was contrived by one of the magi belonging to the court of 
Haroun-al-Raschid, and was given by him, when on an embassy to Charle- 
magne, to Fastrada, who asked for a talisman which should always cause her 
husband to be fascinated by its wearer. There is no doubt that a talisman 
was buried with Charlemagne. It was said to consist of a splinter of the true 
Cress in an antique setting, and was found suspended from his neck when his 
tomb at Aix was opened in 997 ; it was presented by the authorities of that 
city to Napoleon I., who gave it to Hortense, Queen of Holland ; it passed at 
her death in 1837 to her son, afterward Napoleon III., who bequeathed it to 
• the Prince Imperial. The Prince, during the expedition to South Africa, wore 
it around his neck, where it was found after his death, June 1, 1879, for al- 
though the Zulus, after killing him, stripped the body, they left the talisman, 
which they thought to be a charm, of which they stand in great dread. It 
was subsequently returned to the Empress, (v. HarperU Weekly ^ August 2, 
1879, and HarperU Magazine^ Ix. 21.) (v. p. 196.) 
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In storm and sunshine, night and day. 

In health, in sickness, in decay,. 
4M Here and hereafter, I am thine ! 

Thou hast Fastrada's ring. Beneath 

The cahn, hlue waters of thine eyes 

Deep in thy steadfast soul it lies. 

And, undisturbed by this world's breath, 
465 With magic light its jewels shine ! 

This golden ring, which thou hast worn 

Upon thy finger since the mom. 

Is but a symbol and a semblance, 

An outward fashion, a remembrance, 
MO Of what thou wearest within unseen, 

O my Fastrada, O my queen ! 

Behold ! the hill-tops all aglow 

With purple and with amethyst ; 

While the whole valley deep below 
465 Is filled, and seems to overflow, 

With a fast-rising tide of mist 

The evening air grows damp and chill ; 

Let us go in. 

Elsie Ah, not so soon. 

4T0 See yonder fire ! It is the moon 

Slow rising o'er the eastern hill. 

456. This ring. Mystical aignificance has from the earliest period been i 
ciated with the wedding ring. In its circular contintdty, it was accepted as a 
type of eternity, and hence of the stability of the marriage contract. The 
Greek and Roman rings were often inscribed with sentences typical of this 
feeling, and in later times it was cnstomary to ei^^rave within the hoop of ttie 
ring a n.otto or " posy," consistii^^ of a rhymed sentiment, (v. Hamletj iii. 2.) 
In the Middle Ages, solemn betrothal by ring preceded matrimony. A ring 
was sometimes given when lovers were about to separate for long periods, (v. 
TSbo Gentlefnen of Verona ^ ii. 2 ; Merchant of Venice, t. 1.) The wedding ring 
was placed on the third finger of the bride's left hand, from a belief as old as 
the Romans that a direct communication existed between that finger and the 
heart. In Russia the contracting parties exchange rings. 
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tt glimmers on the forest tips, 

And through the dewy foliage drips 

In little rivulets of light, 
«Tr A.nd makes the heart in love with night. 

Prince Henby. Oft on this terrace, when the 
day 

Was closing, have I stood and gazed, 

And seen the landscape fade away, 

And the white vapors rise and drown 
48r Hamlet and vineyard, tower and town, 

While far ahove the hill-tops hlazed. 

But then another hand than thine 

Was gently held and clasped in mine ; 

Another head upon my hreast 
48f Was laid, as thine is now, at rest. 

Why dost thou lift those tender eyes 

With so much sorrow and surprise ? 

A minstrel's, not a maiden's hand. 

Was that which in my own was pressed. 
490 A manly form usurped thy place, 

A beautiful, but bearded face, 

That now is in the Holy Land, 

Yet in my memory from afar 

Is shining on us like a star.* 
495 But linger not. For while I speak, 

A sheeted spectre white and tall, , f /■ *: !-vc ^ 

The cold mist climbs the castle wall, . . / 

And lays his hand upon thy cheek ! / ' ' * - -^ * * 

They go in, 
* Walter von der Yogelweide. 
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EPILOGUE. 

THE TWO RECOBDINa ANGELS ASCEKDIKO. 

The Angel of Good Deeds, with closed book. 
Grod sent his messenger the rain. 
And said unto the mountain brook, 
*' Rise up, and from thy caverns look 
And leap, with naked, snow-white feet, 
8 From the cool hills into the heat 
Of the broad, arid plain." 

Grod sent his messenger of faith. 

And whispered in the maiden's heart, 

" Rise up, and look from where thou art, 
10 And scatter with unselfish hands 

Thy freshness on the barren sands 

And solitudes of Death." 

O beauty of holiness. 

Of self-forgetfulness, of lowliness ! 
IB O power of meekness, 

Whose very gentleness and weakness 

Are like the yielding, but irresistible air I 

Upon the pages 

Of the sealed volume that I bear, 
«o The deed divine 

Is written in characters of gold. 

That never shall grow old, 

But through all ages 

Bum and shine, 
u With soft effulgence ! 

O God I it is thy indulgence 

That fills the world with the bliss 

Of a good deed like this ! 
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The Angel of Evil Deeds, with open book* Not 
yet, not yet 
80 Is the red sun wholly set, 

But evermore recedes. 

While open still I bear 

The Book of Evil Deeds, 

To let the breathings of the upper air 
85 Visit its pages and erase 

The records from its face ! 

Fainter and fainter as I gaze 

In the broad blaze 

The glimmering landscape shines, 
40 And below me the black river 

Is hidden by wreaths of vapor ! 

Fainter and fainter the black lines 

Begin to quiver 

Along the whitening surface of the paper ; 
€5 Shade af'ter shade 

The terrible words grow faint and fade, 

And in their place 

Huns a white space ! 

Down goes the sun ! 
60 But the soul of one, 

Who by repentance 

Has escaped the dreadful sentence, 

Shines bright below me as I look. 

It is the end ! 
OS With closed Book 

To God do I ascend. 

Lo ! over the mountain steeps 
A dark, gigantic shadow sweeps 
13 



194 LONGFELLOW. 

Beneath my feet ; 
M A blackness inwardly brightening 

With sullen heat, 

As a storm-^loud lurid with lightning 

And a cry of lamentation, 

Repeated and again repeated, 
M Deep and loud 

As the reverberation 

Of cloud answering mito dond, 

Swells and rolls away in the distance^ 

As if the sheeted 
TO Lightning retreated, 

Baffled and thwarted by the wind's resistance. 

It is Lucifer, 

The son of mystery ; 

And since God suffers him to be, 
TB He, too, is God's minister, 

And labors for some good 

By us not understood ! * 

* The doctrine that evil is only perverted good {v. p. 62) is derived from 
both Jewish and Christian sources. The rabbis held that all evils are negative, 
because God cannot create evil, all his works being good ; sickness, death, 
poverty, ignorance, etc., are therefore privations of properties. St. Augustine 
also declares {Confessionsj vii. 12) : " The origin of that evil which I Bought to 
And is not any substance ; for if it were a substance, it would be good." This 
is expressed in a sermon of Dr. South, who calls evil " only a privation or 
absence of good ; " and Emerson sajrs : ** G<K)d is positive, evfl is merely pri- 
vative, not absolute ; *' and, " Evil is only good spoiled in the making." Gf. 
Henry V. iv. 1 : — 

" There is some soul of goodness in things evfl, 
Would men observix^ly distill it out." 

The poem ends, as it began, with the apparition of Lucifer ; but now only as 
" a dark, gigantic shadow sweeping over the mmintiain steeps, baffled and 
thwarted." 
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f WOUDSWORTH. 

Wyatt. 



Size 9 by 12 inches. Price 2.5 cents each. 

India paper impressions of .such portraits as arc marked with a dag- 
ger may be had at 7.'> cents each. 

LONGFELLOW'S RESIDENCE. 

A colored h'thojrraph of the historic mansion (" Washington's 
Headquarters") at Cambridge in which Mr. Longfellow lived for 
forty years. Size 12 by 16. Price, 50 cents. 

CALENDARS. 
Longfellow, Emerson, Whittier, Holmes, Lowell, 

Browning, Hawthorne, and Mrs. Whitnky. Tie daily selec- 
tions are made with great skill and care, and are admirably saited 
for reading at the opening of school. 

Each Calendar measures about eight by twelve inches, "&nd is 
printed in twenty colors, producing a very rich and artistic effect. 

Teacher's price 40 cents each. 

3l^°" Spfcial descrifttive circulars of educational hooks will he sent 
to any address on application. 

J^ir* ^ Portrait Catalogue of Houffhfon, Mifflin <^* Co.^s Publica- 
tions , vvh Portraits of more than thirty of thtii famous authors, sent 
free to any address on apj^ication. 

HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN AND COMPANY, 
4 Park Street, Boston, Mass. 



Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. 

♦ 
COMPLETE WORKS. 

NEW SUBSCRIPTION EDITION. 

POETICAL WORKS. Subsa^ifition Edition. Cotitainin^ a fine 
Portrait and over six hundred illustrations by the best American at'tists. In 
thirty 4to Parfs. Price of each Part, 50 cents. 

PROSE WORKS, with Later Poems and a Bioo^raphical Sketch. 
Subxrripiion Er/iion. Uniform in style with the Poetical Works. Superbly 
illustrated. In fifteen 4to Parts. Price of each Part, 50 cents. 



The entire set of forty -five Parts (which m.ay be had in three bound Tolumes) con- 
tains all Ov. LoNOPEi.LOw's Poetical and Pro.«o >Vriting8. { .bolfi only by Subscrip- 
tion.) descriptive circulars of this edition will be sent upon application. 

NEW RIVERSIDE EDITION. 

From new electrotype plates. With Text from the Inst revised by the 
Author, including all Poems which have been authorized to appear since his 
death, and the translation of the Divina Commcdia of Dante. With Notes (many 
of tliem by Mr. Longfellow) giving various readings, and Literary, IIL^toricai, 
Viographical, and Uibliographical Information, a Table of First i.iues, Indexes, 
etc. Together wirh five steel Portmitsof Longfellow. In eleven volumes, crown 
8vo, the t^et, $1 .01) ; half calf, ■if30.25 ; half levant, $44.0U. 

PROSE WORKS (Volumes 1 and 2), separate, S3.00. 
POETICAL WORKS ( Volumes 3-8), separate, S9.0t). 

TRANSLATION OF THE DIVINA COMMEDIA OF 
DANTE (Volumes 9-11), separate, $4.50. 

THE CAMBRIDGE EDITION. 

In nine volnme-*, (including: the Translation of the Divina Commedia 

of Dante), 12nio, gilt top, $15.00 ; half calf, $2r..0U : morocco, or tree calf, §40.50. 

PROSE WORKS, separate, in two volumes, S3. .50. 
POETICAL WORKS, separate, in four vohimes, S7.00. 

TRANSLATION OF THE DIVINA COMMEDIA OF 

DANTE, separate, in three volumes, $4.50. 

POEMS. 

^Cabinet Edition. 16mo, $1 .00 ; half cnlf , $2.00 ; tree calf, or seal, S3.0O. 
Household Edition. Wirh Portrait, Index, and Notes. 12mo, SI.75; 

full gilt, $2.25 ; half calf, $3.09 ; morocco, or tree cs.lf, !^4.50. 
FamiLij Edition. Illustrated. 8vo. full gilr, $2..')0. 
Red-Line Edition. With twelve Illustrations and Portrait. Small 

4to, full gilt, $2 50; half calf, #3.50 ; morocco, or tree calf, $5.00. 
lUustrati'd Ldn-ai'u Edi'ion. With Portrait and thirty- two full-page 

Illustrations. Svo, full gilt. $3. 50 : half calf, $5.00 : morocco, or tree calf, ^7.50. 
New J/hisfmff'd Octavo Edition. Iriclndiufj "The (loiden Lejrend." 

With Portrait and three hundred Illustrations, bvo, full gilt, *7.60; half calf, 

$10.00 ; morocco, or tree calf, .1?12.60. 
These .Hinglc-vnlumo editions of the Poems (with the exception of the lUustrated 

Octavo E//iiion, which contains " The Golden l^egend ") do not include Mr. LoxG- 

PKLLoWs Onunitic Works, "The Divine Tragedy,'" "The Ciolden l^'gend,-' and 

** The Now Knglaud Trngodies,-' which are grouped in " Christus.*' 

CHRISTUS. A Mystery. Comprisin.L' the Divine Tragedy, The 

Qolden legend, and The New England Tragedies. 
Cabinet Edition, 16mo, $1.00 ; half calf, $2 00 ; tree calf, or seal, $3.00. 
Household Edition. 12mo, $1.75: full gilt, $2.25; half calf, $3.00; 

morocco, or tree calf, $4.50. 
Red-Liti€ Edition. With sixteen Illustrations. Small 4to, full gilt, 

S2.60 ; half calf, 3P3.50 : morocco, or tree calf, $5.00. 
These editions of "Ohristus," with the corresponding editions of the Poems, form 

the complete Poetical Works in two uniform volumes. 



SEPARATE WORKS AND COMPILATIONS. 

[See also works for School Use.] 



Utperiox. a Romance. 16ino. ..$1.50 

Popular Edition. Cloth 40 

Paper 15 



1.50 

Cloth 40 

.15 
1.50 



Outke-Me£. 16mo 
Popular Edition. 

Paper 

Kavanagh. a Romance 16mo 

The Golden Legend. 16mo 1.0(> 

Tales op a Wayside Inn. 16mo.. 1.00 

Evangeline. 16mo 1 00 

The Same. Illustrated 2.00 

The Same. With sixteen Illus- 
trations by P. O. 0. Darley.. ..10,00 
N-iv Phototype Edition. 4to.... 7.50 
Modern Classics No. 1 : Evange- 
line ; Courtship of Miles Stan- 
di.^h ; Favorite Poems. 32mo.. .75 
TuE Song of Hiawatha. IGuio. .. 1.00 

A ptermath . 16mo 1.60 

The Building op the Ship. Illus- 
trated. Small 4to 2.00 

The Masque of Pandora. 16mo . . 1.50 



The Hanging op the Crane. Illus . . $2.50 
The Same. 12 Illustrations 1.50 

K^ramos, and other Poems. ]6uio. 1 25 

In the Haruor. With Portrait. 

The Skeleton in Armor. IlIustM 

Excelsior. Illustrated. ]6nio 

Michael Angelo. A Dramatic Poem. 
Illustrated. 4to 

Twenty Poems from II. W. Long- 
fellow. 51 IlluHti-Htions. 8vo. 

Longfellow Birthday Book 32nio. 

Seven Voices OF Sympathy. 16mo.. 

Translation of the Divina Comme- 
DiA of Dante. 8vo 

The Poets and Poetry of Europe. 

Royal 8vo 5.00 

Poems of Places. Thirty -one vol- 
umes. Each volume, 18\iio. 

Poems of America. Holiday Edi- 
tion. Illustrated. In three 
volumes. The set, 16mo, gilt 
top, $5.C0 ; half calf 7.50 



1.00 
7.50 
1.50 

5.00 

2 50 
1.00 
1.25 

2.60 



1.00 



FOR SCHOOL USE. 

Longfellow Leaflets. For Homes, Libraries, cand Schools. Edited 
by Josephine E. Hodgdon. With Biograpical Sketch of Mr. Lo>gfellow and 
many illustrations. 12mo, paper covers, 24 cents, nti ; bound in cloth, 48 
cents, net. 

Riverside Literature Series : No. 1. Longfellow's Kvangeline; with 
Portrait, Biographicil Sketch, Historical Sketch, and Notes. 2. Longfellow's 
Courtship of Miles Standiph ; with Notes. 3. Longfellow's Courtship of 
Miles Sianili<h : with a Portrait of the Author. Dh.^m.atized for private the- 
atricals in .'Schools and families. 11. Longfellow's The Children's Hour, The 
Windmill. The Three Kings, and eighteen other selections. With a biographical 
Sketch and .Notes. 12. St\i(lies in Longfellow , outlines for Schools, Conreraa- 
tion Cliisses, and Home Study. Containing Thirty-Two Topics for Study, 
with Questions and References relating to each Topic. By W. C. Gannett. 13, 
14. Lon«:fellow*8 The Song of Hiawatha ; with Notes and n Vocabulary. In two 
parts. Each part separate. 25, 26. Longfellow's The Golden Legend: with 
Notes by S. A. Bent. In two parts, each part .^ep-irate. Each number 15 cents, 
net Numbers 25, 26, bound together in one volume, boards, 40 cents, net. 

Modem Classics : No. 1. Evfinirelinc ; Conrtsliip of Miles Staudish; 
Favorite Poems. 82mo. School Edition. 40 cents, net. 

MISCELLANEOUS- 

Longfellow Calendar, 50 cents. 

Longfellow's Residence. A colored lithograph of the historic man- 
fion ('• Washington's Headquarters") at Cambridge, in which Mr. Longfellow 
lived for forty years. Size, 12 by 16. Price, 50 cents. 

The Atlantic Life-size Portrait of Longfellow. Size, 24 by 30 

inches. Price, $1.C0. 

Steel Portraits: Longfellow (1879); Lonq^fellow (young man); 
Longfellow (when at Bowdoin) ; Longfellow (after Lawrence) ; Longfellow (pro- 
file) : Longfellow (Westminster Bust). Size, 9by 12inches. Price, 25cents eaclk 
India paper impressions of the steel portraits may be had at To cents each. 

HOUGHTON, MIFFLIN AND COMPANY, 
4 Park Street, Boston, Mass. 



iU)t Mi\>tvfiiU Literature ^erieis* 

A LIST OF THE NEW NUMBERS FOR THE SCHOOL 

YEAR 1887-88. 

Together with a List of the Numbers already published, 

HouoHTOx, Mifflin and Company take pleasure in annonncing 
that oine new numbers — comprising about 1,000 pnges of the best and 
purest literature — will be added to the Riverside Literature Series 
during tlie next school year. The new numbers will be issued at the 
rate of one each month, beginning with September, 1887. 

The Riverside Literature Series is the result of a desire on the part of 
the publishers to issue in a cheap form for school use some of the most 
interesting masterpieces of such writers as Lon<;fellow, Whittier, 
Holmes, Lowell, Hawthorne, etc.; and the wide-spread popularity 
among teachers and pupils of the twenty-seven numbers already pub- 
lished is a sufficient guarantee that the new numbers announced here 
will meet with favor. 

In order that the reader may be brought into the closest possible con- 
tact with the author, each msisterpiece is given as it was written, unal- 
tered and unabridged,^ and the notes, while sufficiently helpful, are not 
so voluminous that the reader's mind is occupied with the editor rather 
than with the author. 

The numbers already issued have been extensively used for the study 
of Language, for the study of Literature, for Supplementary Reading, 
and as substitutes for the graded Readers. In whatever way they may 
be used, the principal benefit to be derived from them will be the forma- 
tion of a taste in the retider for the best and most enduring literature ; 
this taste the pupil will carry with him when he leaves school, and it will 
remain through life a powerful means of self-education. An inspection 
of the litles of the different numbers of the series (see third and fourth 
cover pages) will show that it contains a pleasing variety of reading 
matter in Biograpliy, History, Poetry, and Mythology. 

The two extra nunibfrs announced in the Prospectus are intended as 
aids to teachers who wish their pupils to learn about the lives of the best 
authors as well as their writings. 

Numbers 7, 8, 9, 10, 11, 17, 18, 19, 20, 21, 22, 23, 24, 28, 29, 31, 32, are 
recommended as well adapted to the tastes and capabilities of pupils of 
the Fourth-Reader grade. 

^ There are in the entire series perhaps half a dozen cases where a sentence has 
been very slightly changed in order to adapt it for use in the schoolroom ; and in one 
case, for a Bimilar reason, three pages of the original have been omitted. 



FOR THE SCHOOL YEAR 1887-8. 

Single numbers 15 cents each. Subscription far the nine new numbers 

$1£5. 



1887. 

Sept. 7. 28. John Burroughs's Birds and Bees : Bird 
Enemies ; The Tragedies of the Nests. An Idyl 
of the Honey Bee ; The Pastoral Bees. With 
an Introduction by Mary E. Burt, of the 
Jones School, Chicago, 111. 

Oct. 5. 29. Hawthorne's Little Daffydowndilly ; Lit- 
tle Annie's Ramble ; The Snow Image ; A Rill 
from the Town Pump ; David Swan. With a 
Biographical Sketch. 

Nov. 1. 30. Lowell's The Vision of Sir Launfal, 
and Other Pieces. With Notes. 

Dec. 7. 31. Holmes's My Hunt after the Captain; 
The Physiology of Walking ; Trees. With 
an Introductory Sketch of Holmes's Writings. 

1888. 

Jan. 6. 32. Abraliani Lincoln's Gettysburg Speech 
and Other Papers. With Notes. 

Feb. 2. ^ 33, 34, 35. Longfellow's Tales of a Wayside 
Mar. 3. > Inn. With Notes. In three parts. Each 
Apr. 7. ) part sold separately. The three parts together 
in board covers, 50 cents. 

May 5. To be announced. 

EXTRA NUMBERS. 
1887. 

Sept. 7. American Authors, and their Birthdays. 
Programmes and Suggestions for the Celebration 
of the Birthdays of Authors. With a Record 
of Four Years' Work in the Study of American 
Authors. By Alfred S. Roe, Principal of the 
High School, Worcester, Mass. 

Nov. 1. Portraits and Biographical Sketches of 
Twenty American authors. 



